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For printing a very curious Difcourfe, intitled, 



tETAOAOriA nOAITIKH' 

O R, 

THE ART OF POLITICAL LYING, 


T HERE is now in the prefs, a curious piece, 
intitled, ■^TivooXo'/icc or, Phe slrt of 

Political Lying: conlifting of two volumes, in 
quarto. 

The PROPOSALS are, 

I. That if the author meets with fuitable encou¬ 
ragement, he intends to deliver the firffc volume to 
the fubferibers by Hilary term next. 

II. The price of both volumes will be, to the 
fubferibers, fourteen fhillings, feven whereof are 
to be paid down, and the other feven at the deli* 
very of the fecond volume. 

Vol.VIL A III. Thofc 


III. Thofc 
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PROPOSALS, 6c. 

III. Thofe that fubfcribe for fix, fhall have a 
feventh gratis ; which reduces the price to Iefs thau 
iix Ihillings a volume. 

IV. That the fubferibers fhall have their names 
and places of abode printed at length. 

Fo the encouragement of fo ufeful a work, it is 
though: fat the public fliould be informed of the 
conten s of the firft volume, by one who has 
tvith great care perufed the manufeript. 
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THE ART OF 


POLITICAL LYING. 


T HE author, in his preface, makes fome very 
judicious reflections upon the original of arts 
and fciences : that at brft they confift of lcattered 
theorems and practices, which are handed about 
amongft the matters, and only revealed to the Jilii 
art is, till fuch time as fome great genius appears, 
who collects thefe disjointed propoiitions, and re¬ 
duces them into a regular fyftem. That this is the 
cafe of that noble and ufeful art of political lying, 
which, in this Lift age, having been enriched with 
feveral new difeoveries, ought not to lie any longer 
in rubbilh and confulion, but may juftly claim a 
place in the Encyclopaedia, efpecially fuch as ferves 
for a model of education for an able politician. 
That he propofes to himfelf no fmall ltock of fame 
in future ages, in being the firft who has underta¬ 
ken this defign ; and for the fame reafon he hopes 
the imperfeCtion of his work will be excufed. He 
invites all perfons who have any talents that way, or 
any new difeovery, to communicate their thoughts, 
alluring them that honourable mention ihould be 
made of them in his work. 

The fiyjl volume confift s of eleven chapters . 

In the firft chapter of his excellent treatife, he 
reafons philofophically concerning the nature of 
the foul of man, and thofe qualities which render 
A 2 it 
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it fufceptible of lies. He fuppofcs the foul to be 
o( the nature of a piano-cylindrical fpcculum , or 
looking-giafs; that the plain fide was made by God 
Almighty, but that the devil afterwards wrought 
the other into a cylindrical figure. The plain lide 
reprefents obje&s juft as they are ; and the cylin¬ 
drical lide, by the rules of catoptrics, mufl needs 
reprefent true objects falfe, and falfe objects true : 
but the cylindrical fide, being much the larger furface, 
takes in a great compafs of vifual rays. That upon 
tlie cylindrical fide of the foul of man depends the 
whole art and luccefs of political lying. The au¬ 
thor, in this chapter, proceeds to reafon upon the 
qualities of the mind : as its peculiar fondnefs of 
the malicious and the miraculous . The tendency 
of the foul towards the malicious , fprings from 
felf-love, or a pleafure to find mankind more wick¬ 
ed, bale, or unfortunate, than ourlelves. The de¬ 
sign of the miraculous proceeds from the inactivity 
of- the foul, or its incapacity to be moved or de¬ 
lighted with anv thing that is vulgar or common. 
Ihe author having eflablifhed the qualities of the 
mind, upon which his art is founded, he pro¬ 
ceeds, 

In.his fecond chapter, to treat of the nature of 
political lying; which he defines to be, “ the art 
of convincing the people of falutary falfehoods, 
for fome good end.” He calls it an art , to di- 
ftinguiili it from that of telling truth, which does 
not feem to want art; but then he would have this 
underflood only as to the invention, becaufe there 
is indeed more art necefiary to convince the people 
of a falutary truth, than a falutary falfehood. 
Then he proceeds to prove, that there are falutary 
falfehoods, of which he gives a great many inflan- 
ces, both before and after the revolution 3 and de- 
monUrates plainly, that we could not have carried 
on the war l'o long, without feveral of thefe falu- 
taiv falfehoous. lie gives rules to calculate the 

value 










THE ART OF POLITICAL LYING. 5 

Talue of a political lie, in pounds, fliillings, and 
pence. By good he does not mean that which is 
abfolutcly fo, but what appears fo to the artift, 
which is a fufficient ground for him to proceed up¬ 
on ; and he diffinguiihes the good, as it commonly 
is, into bonum y utile ^ dulce , et honejlum. He ihews 
you, that there are political lies of a mixed nature, 
which include all the three in different refpects : 
that the utile reigns generally about the Exchange, 
the dulce and honejlum at the Weftminfter end of 
the town. One man fpreads a lie to fell or buy 
ftock to greater advantage; a fecond, becaulc it is 
honourable to ferve his party ; and a third, be- 
caufe it is fweet to gratify his revenge. Having 
explained the fcveral terms of his definition, he 
proceeds. 

In his third chapter, to treat of the lawfulnefs 
of political lying ; which he deduces from its true 
and genuine principles, by inquiring into the fede¬ 
ral rights that mankind have to truth. He Ihews, 
that people have a right to private truth from their 
neighbours, and oeconomical truth from their own 
family ; that they Ihould not be abided by their 
wives, children, and fervants ; but that they have 
no right at all to political truth ; that the people 
may as well all pretend to be lords of manors, and 
poffefs great effaces, as to have truth told them in 
matters of government. The author, with great 
judgment, Hates the leveral (hares of mankind in 
this matter of truth, according to their feveral 
capacities, dignities, and profeffions ; and (hews you 
that children have hardly any fhare at all ; in cor- 
fequence of which, they have very (cidom any 
truth told them. It muff be owned, that the au¬ 
thor in this chapter has fome feeming difficulties to 
anfwer, and texts of feripture to explain. 

The fourth chapter is wholly employed in this 
queffion, “ Whether the right of coinage of p;;!i- 
“ cal lies be wholly in the government ?** T lie au¬ 
thor. 
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thor, who is a true friend to English liberty, de¬ 
termines in the negative, and anfwers all the argu¬ 
ments of- the oppoiite party with great acutenefs: 
that as the government of England has a mixture* 
of democratical in it, fo the right of inventing and 
Spreading political lies is partly in the people ; and 
their obftinate adherence to this juft privilege has 
been moft confpicuous, and fliined with great 
luftre of late years : that it happens very often, 
that there are no other means left to the good peo¬ 
ple of England, to pull down a miniltry and go¬ 
vernment they are weary of, but by exercifing this 
their undoubted right : that abundance of political 
lying, is a fure fign of true Englifh liberty : that 
as minifters do fometimes ufe tools to fupport their 
own power, it is but reafonable that the people fhould 
employ the lame weapon to defend themfelves, and 
pull them down. 

In his fifth chapter, he divide's political lies into 
feveral fpecies and clafies, and gives precepts about 
the inventing, fpreading, and propagating, the fe¬ 
veral forts of them : he begins with the rumores , 
and hbelii famofi , iuch as concern the reputation ot 
men in power : where he finds fault with the com¬ 
mon miftake, that takes notice only of one fort, 
viz. the detractory or defamatory, whereas in truth 
there are three forts, the detractory , the additory , 
and the iraifi tory. The additory gives to a great 
man a larger fiiare of reputation than belongs to 
h;m, to enable him to ferve* fome good end or pur- 
pole. The detractory , or defamatory, is a lie which 
takes from a great man the reputation that juftly 
belongs to him, for fear he fhould ufe it to the detri¬ 
ment of the public. The tranfiatory is a lie that 
transfers the merit of a man’s good action to ano¬ 
ther, who is in himfelf more delerving; or transfers 
the merit of a bad action from the true author, to a 
perfon who is in himfelf lefs delerving. He gives feveral 
inftances of very great ftrokes in all the three kinds, 
especially in the laft, when it was neceflary for the 

good 
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good of the public to “ bellow the valour and con¬ 
duct of one man upon another, and that of many 
to one man,” nay, even*, upon a good occaiion, 
a man may be robbed of his viclory by a p cr j on that 
did not command in the atfion The reftoring and 
ileftroying the public may be afcribed toperfonswho 
had no hand in either. The author exhorts all 
gentlemen practitioners to excercife themfelves in 
the tranJLitory, becaufe the exiftence of the things 
themfelves being vilible, and not demanding any 
pioot, there wants nothing to be put upon the pub¬ 
lic, but a falfe author, or a falfe caufe; which is 
no great prefumption upon thecreduiitv of mankind 
to whom the iecret Iprings of things'are for the 
molt part unknown. 

The author proceeds to give Tome precepts as to 
the a da it ory : that when one aferibes any thine 
to a perfon which does not belong to him, the lie 
ought to be calculated not quite contradictory to his 
known qualities: for example, one would not 
make the French King prefent at a Proteftant con¬ 
venticle; nor, like Queen Elifabeth, reftore the 
overplus of taxes to his fubjetts. One would 
not bring m the Emperor giving two months pay in 
advance to lus troops ; nor the Dutch paying 


rear Wener.^'' 2 ' e Vckb ob ' a ' ncJ * glr>'i"u> victory nvrr [lie French 

- i r ,n ‘ y '? * 7 ' " aS fCM W ' ,b tiCO of ,he 

Lit C « r/VT ! * E " a: c, ’ nv ' y *° ,he *11*^ teCcgirg 

Lille , C unt ue la M.atc came u: from Ghent will) r.ea, 24.00a 

S Nt M V- C ' n - Wcbbd fpofed h„ men «..h 

h-re K ,u b kl1 ’ ,hi ?notwtthHanding ih vail fupertotity o! nurr - 
b rs by tbepure .„,ce or orde, and diction th c French «... d iven 

-0-0 men W °c O 0r |a h h r,:< L -*"d aft*' having ! ,1 6 or 

;°ln„ ' ’ a b 5 b ' 0u;ht to char E c ™ re. This may i.,|||y 1- 
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do him^f i, »' ef ' ,hc "TV" d,! f urt » ■> nJ 'Oming into F.r.g'-ana to 
Common!t v' r ‘«wed the unanimous thanksof , he h uie 'f 

Commons fcr his eminent fcrviccs by that pre.it aition: u-1 i h 
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*ho browed on h Ibt order'fgtntrojiy. * * 


more 






# THE ART OF POLITICAL LYING, 


more than their quota. One would not make the 
fame perfon zealous for a (landing army and pub¬ 
lic liberty ; nor an atheift fupport the church ; nor 
a lewd fellow a reformer of manners ; nor a hot¬ 
headed, crack-brained coxcomb forward for a 
icheme of moderation. Blit if it is abfolutely nc- 
cefftry, that a perfon is to have fome good adven¬ 
titious quality given him, the author’s precept is, 
that it Ihould nor be done at fir ft in exremo gradu • 
For example; they ihould not make a covetous 
man give away all at once live thoufand pounds in 
a charitable generous way; twenty or thirty pounds 
may iuffice at firft. They ihould not introduce a 
perfon of remarkable ingratitude to his benefactors, 
rewarding a poor man for fome good office that 
was done him thirty years ago ; but they may allow 
him to acknowledge a fervice to a perfon who is 
capable ftill to do him another. A man whofe 
perfonal courage is fufpected, is not at firft to 
drive whole fquaclrons before him ; but he may be 
allowed the merit of fome fquabble, or throwing 
a bottle at his adverfary’s head. 

It will not be allowed to make a great man, that 
is a known defpifer of religion, fpend whole days 
in his clofet at his devotion: but you may with 
fafety make him lit out public prayers with decen¬ 
cy. A great man, who has never been known 
willingly to pay a juft debt, ought not all of a 
fudden to be introduced making reftitution of 
thoufands he has cheated ; let it fuffice at firft 
to pay twenty pounds to a friend, who has loft his 
note. 

Fie lays down the fame rules in the detractory or 
defamatory kind; that they Ihould not be quite op- 
pofite to the qualities the perfons are fuppofed to 
have. Thus it will not be found according to the 
fecond rules of pfeudology , to report of a pious and 
religious prince, that he negledts his devotion, and 
would introduce herefy; but you may report of a 

merciful 
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merciful prince, that he has pardoned a criminal 
who did not deferve it. You would be unfuccefs- 
ful, if you gave out of a great man, who is re¬ 
markable for his frugality for the public, that he 
fquanders away the nation’s money ; but you may 
fately relates that he hoards it: you mud: not affirm 
he took a bribe ; but you may freely cenfure him 
for being tardy in his payments; becaufe, though 
neither may be true, yet the laft is credible, the 
firft not. Of ail open-hearted generous mini¬ 
ver you are not to fay, that he was in an intrigue to 
betray his country; but you may affirm, with fome 
probability, that he was in an intrigue with a lady. 
He warns all pra&itioners to take good heed to 
tliefe precepts ; for want of which, many of their 
lies of late have proved abortive, or fhort-lived. 

In the fixth chapter he treats of the miraculous ; 
by which he underftands any thing that exceeds the 
common degrees of probability. In refpeft of the 
people it is divided into two forts, the to or 

the to terrifying lies , and animating or 

encouraging liss, both being extremely ufcful on 
their proper occafions, Concerning the to (pofyor, 
he gives feveral rules ; one of .which is, that ter¬ 
rible obje&s, fhould not be too frequently {hewn to 
the people, left they grow familiar. He fays, it is 
ablolutely neceftary, that the people of England 
fhould be frighted with the French King and the 
pretender once a-year; but that the bears fhould 
be chained up again, till that time twelvemonth. 
The want of obferving this fo neceffary a precept, 
in bringing out the raw head and bloody bones upon 
every trifling occaiion, has produced great indiffe¬ 
rence in the vulgar of late years. As to the ani¬ 
mating or encouraging lies he gives the following 
rules ; that he fhould not far exceed the common 
degrees of probability : that there fhould be variety 
of them ; and the fame lie not obftinately iniifted 
upon: that the promiffory or propnofticating lies 

Vou.VIL B fhould 
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flioultl not be upon fhort days, for fear the authors 
ihoulct have the fhame and confufion to fee them- 
felves fpcedily contradicted. He examines by thefe 
rules that well-meant, but unfortunate lye of the 
conquclt of France, which continued near twenty 
years together * ; but at Lift, by being too obiti- 
n.itely infilled upon, it was worn thread-bare, and 
became unfitccdsfuh 

As to the to T&xTvhs, or the prodigious , lie has 
little to advife, but that their comets, whales, and 
dragons lhould be fizeable; their florins, tempefts, 
and earthquakes, without the reach of a day’s 
journey of a man and liorfe. 

'1 he feventh chapter is wholly taken up in an en¬ 
quiry, which of the two parties + are the greateft 
artifts in political lying. He owns, that fometimes 
the one party, and fometimes the other, is better 
believed, but that they have both very great ge- 
niufes amongft them. He attributes the ill iuccefs'of 
either party to their glutting the market, and retail¬ 
ing too much of a bad commodity at once : when 
there is too great a quantity of worms, it is hard to 
catch gudgeons. He propofes a fcheme for the re¬ 
covery of the credit of any party, which indeed 
feems to be fomewhat chimerical and does not fa¬ 
vour of that found judgement the author has fiiewn 
in the reft of the work. It amounts to this, that 
the party fhould agree to vent nothing but truth 
for three months together, which will give them 
credit for fix months lying afterwards. He owns, 
that he believes it almoft impoflible to lind fit per¬ 
forms to execute this fcheme. Towards the end of 
this chapter, he inveighs feverely againft the foljy 
of parties in retaining lcoundrels and men of low 
genius to retail their lyes ; fuch as moft of the pre- 
fent news-writers are, who, except a ftrong bent 
and inclination towards the profeffion, feem to be 
* 

* During the reigns-of K. Wiliam and Anne. 

f ^ee the Examiner, No xiv. vol. 2 . 
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wholly ignorant in the rules of pfeudology, and not 
at all qualified for fo weighty a trull. 

In his next chapter he treats of fome extraordi¬ 
nary geniufes, who have appeared of late years, e- 
fpecially in their difpofition towards the mixiculous. 
He advifes thefe hopeful young men to turn their 
invention to the fervice of their country, it being 
inglorious, at this time, to employ their talent in 
prodigious fox-chafes, horfe-courfcs, feats of acti¬ 
vity in driving of coaches, jumping, running, fwal 
lowing/^f peaches, pulling out whole lets of teeth, 
to clean, 6 v. when their country ftands lo much 
in need of their aflidance. 

The Wgjfotchaptcr is a proieft for uniting the fe- 
veral fmaller corporations of Ivors into one iocictv. 
It is too tedious to give a full account of the whole 
fcheme : what is mod remarkable is, that this fo- 
ciety ought to confid of the heads of each party : 
that no lye is to pafs current without their appro¬ 
bation, they being the bed judges of their prefent 
exigencies, and what fort of lyes are demanded : 
that in fuch a corporation there ought to be men of 
all profeffions, that the to and the to iCxoyo*, 

that is, decency and probability , may be obferved as 
much as poflible : that, beiides the perfons above- 
mentioned, this iocictv ought to confid of the 
hopeful geniufes about the town, (of which there 
are great plenty to be picked up in the fevcral 
coffee-houfes), travellers, virtuofos, fox-hunters, 
jockies, attornies, old Teamen and foldiers out of 
the hofpitalsof Greenwich and Clielfea : to this fo- 
ciety, fo conducted, ought to be committed the 
foie management of lying : that in their outer- 
room there ought always to attend fomc perfons 
endowed with a great dock of credulity, a genera¬ 
tion that thrives mightily in this ioil and climate : 
he thinks a fufheient number of them may be pick¬ 
ed up any where about the Exchange : tlicfe arc to 
circulate, what the other coin ; for no man fpreads 
B 2 a 
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a lyc with fo good a grace, as he that believes it: 
hat the rule of the fociety be to invent a lye, and 
lorneumcs two, for every day : in the choice of 
winch great regard ought to be had to the weather, 
and the ieafon of the year: your <p,^ or terri- 
,ytng lyes, do nnghty well in November and De¬ 
cember, but not fo well in May and June, unlefs 
the eafterly winds reign : that it ought to be penal 
for any body to talk of any thing but the lye of 
te day; that the fociety is to maintain a fuflicient 
number of fpies at court, and other places, to fur- 
nifh hints and topes for invention, and a general 
coiTcfpondence of all the market-towns for circulat- 
ing their lies ; that if any of the fociety were ob- 
ierved to blufh, or look out of countenance, or 
want a ncceilary circumftance in telling the lyc, he 
ought to be expelled, and declared incapable ; be- 
fides the roaring lies, there ought to be a private 
committee for whifpers, conftituted of the ableft 
men of the fociety Here die authormakesadi- 
greffion in praife of the Whig-party, for the right 

h n £ ft r d:Dg f T d uf r 0f A proof Aye 

“ ^ P^of-charge for a piece of ordnance, to' 

HI* ftandard-credulity. Of fuch a nature he 
takes tianlubhantiation to be in the church of 
a P ro of-afticle,_ which if anyone fwallows, 

hey are <ure he will digeft every thing clfc: there¬ 
fore the Whig-party do wifely to try the credulity 

hl P m- e ° mCtln,t u hy fwingers, that they may 
be able to judge, to what height they may charge 
hem afterwards Towards the end of this chap- 

Eheir h nwnT the ? f parties a 2 aInft believing 
their ov. n lies which has proved of pernicious 

conference of late, both a wife party andTS 

nation having regulated their affairs upon lies of 

their own invention. The caufes of this he fun- 

c\ t0 ° prcata ztal and intenfenefs in the 
p.actice o; this art, and a vehement heat in mutual 

that* 
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that what they wifh, and report to be true, is real¬ 
ly fo: that all partie^ have been fubjeft to this mil- 
fortune. The Jacobites have been conftantlyjnfefted 
tv ith it; but the Whigs of late feemed even to exceed 
them in this ill habit and weaknefs. To this chap- 
tei the author iubjoins a calendar of lies, proper 
for the feveral months of the year. 

The ninth chapter treats of the celerity and du¬ 
ration of lies. As to the celerity of their mo¬ 
tion, the author fays it is almoft incredible: he gives 
feveral inftances of lies, that have gone falter than a 
man canride poll: your terrifyinglies travel at a pro¬ 
digious rate, above ten miles an hour; your whif- 
pers move ir»a narrow vortex, but very fwiftlv. 
1 he author lays, it is impollible to explain feveral 
phenomena in relation to the celerity of lies, with¬ 
out the fuppofition of fynchronij'm and combination. 
As to duration of lies, he fays, there are of all 
forts, from hours and days to ages; that there are 
fome, which, like infeffs, die and revive again in a 
different form ; that good artifts, like people who 
build upon a lhort leafe, will calculate the dura¬ 
tion of a lie furely to anfwer their purpofe : to laft 
juft as long, and no longer, than die turn is ferved. 

The tenth chapter treats of the characteriftics of 
hes: how to know, when, where, and by whom 
invented ? Your Dutch, Englilli, and French ware 
are amply diftinguifhed from one another ; an Ex¬ 
change lie from one coined at the other end of the 
town ; great judgement is to be fhewn as to the 
place, where the fpecies is intended to cir¬ 
culate t very low and bafe coin will ferve for 
Wapping ; there arc feveral coffee-houfes, that 
have their particular ftamps, which a judicious 
practitioner may eafily know. All vour great men 
have their proper phantateuftics. The author fays, 
he has attained by ftudy and application to fo 
great fkill in this matter, that brings him any lie, 
he can tell whofc image it bears fo "truly, as" the 

great 
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great man hi .delf fhall not have the face to deny 
it. The promilTory lies of great men are known 
by fhouldering, hugging, fqueezing, fmiling bow¬ 
ing; and their lies in matter of fact by immoderate 
1 wearing. 

He fpends the whole eleventh chapter on one 
dm pie queftion, Whether a lie is be/l contradicted by 
truth , or by another Lie 1 The author fays, that, 
coniidcring the large extent of the cylinderical fur- 
face of the foul, and the great propendty to believe 
lies in die generality of mankind of late years, he 
thinks the propereft contradiction to a lie is ano¬ 
ther lie. For example ; if it fliould be repo, ted, 
that the Pretender was at London, one would not 
contradict it, by faying he never was in England; 
but you mud: prove by eye-witnelTes, that he came 
no farther than Greenwich, and then went back a- 
gain. Thus if it be fpread about, that a great per- 
ion were dying of fome difeafe, you mtift not fay 
the truth, that they are in health, and never had 
fuch a difeafe, but that they are flowly recovering 
of it. So there was not long ago a gentleman, who 
affirmed, that the treaty with France, for bringing 
popery and flavery into England, was figned the 
15th of September; to which another anfwered 
very judicioufly, not by oppofing truth to his lie, 
that there was no fuch treaty ; but that, to his cer* 
tain knowledge, there were many things in that 
treaty not yet adjufted. 

The account of the fecond volume of this Xc client 
treat ife is referred to another time. 


REASONS 











L 15 J 




REASONS humbly offered by the company 
exercifing the trade and myftcrv of Up¬ 
holders, againft part of the Bill , for 
the better viewing, fearching, and examining 
drugs, medicines, &c. 1724 *. 

B EING called upon by fevcral retailers and dif- 
penfers of drugs and medicines about town, to 
life our endeavours againft the bill now depending 
for viewing. Sc c. In regard of our common inter* 
eft, and in gratitude to the faid retailers and dilpen- 
fers of medicines, which we have always found to 
be very effectual, we prefume to lay the following 
reafons before the public againft the bill. 

That the company of upholders are far from be 
ing averfe to the giving of drugs and medicines in 
general, provided they may be of fuch qualities as 
we require, and adminiftered by fuch perfons, in 
whom our company juftly repol’e the greateft confi¬ 
dence : and provided they tend to the encourage¬ 
ment of trade, and the confiimption of the woollen 
manufacture of this kingdom. 

We beg leave to obferve, that there hath been no 
complaint from any of the nobility, gentry, and ci¬ 
tizens whom we have attended. Our practice, 
which conlifts chictly in outward applications, ha¬ 
ving been always fo effectual, that none of our pa 
tients ha\e been obliged to undergo a fecond opera- 

* T.nthc year 1724 the ph\ficians made application to pa*d ament 
to prevent apothecaries dif|enfmg mcdici: e without the * refciipt: ^ 
of a phyfician : during which th;s trail \ia; difp: ifcd in ti c court of 
rca-efis. 

tion, 
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tion, excepting one gentlewoman ; who, after her 
hrh burial, having burdened her hufband with a 
new brood of pofthumous children, her fecond fu¬ 
neral was by us performed without any further 
charges to the faid hufband of the deceafed. And 
we humbly hope, that one fingle in fiance of this 
kind, a misfortune owing merely to tha avarice of 
a fexton in cutting ofF a ring, will not be imputed 
to any want of fkill, or care in our company. 

We humbly conceive, that the power by this bill 
lodged in the cenfors of the college of phyilcians, 
to refirain any of his Majefiy’s fubjefts from dif- 
penling, and weli-difpofed perfons from taking what 
medicines they pleafe, is a manifefi incroachment 
on the liberty and property of the fubjeft. 

As the company, exercifing the trade and myf- 
tery of upholders, have an undifputcd right in and 
upon the bodies of all and every the fubjedts of the 
kingdom ; we conceive the pafiing of this bill, tho’ 
not abfolutely depriving them of their faid right, 
might keep them out of poflefiion by unreafonable 
delays, to the great detriment of our company and 
their numerous families. 

We hope it will be confidered, that there are 
multitudes of neceflitous heirs and penurious pa- 
lents, perfons in pinching circumftances with nu¬ 
merous families of children, wives that have lived 
long, many robufi aged women with great jointures, 
elder brothers with bad underfiandings, fingle heirs 
of great eftates, whereby the collateral line are for 
ever excluded, reverfionary patents, and reverfion- 
ary promifes of preferments, leafes upon fingle 
lives, and play-debts upon joint-lives, and that the 
perfons fo aggrieved have no hope of being fpeedi- 
ly relieved any other way, than by the dilpenfing 
or drugs and medicines in the manner they now 
are ; burying alive being judged repugnant to the 
known laws of this kingdom. 


That 
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That there are many of the deceafed, who by 
certain mechanical motions and powers are carried 
about town, who won 14 have been put into our 
hands long before this time, by any other well-ordered 
government : by want of a' due police in this par¬ 
ticular our company have been great fufterers. 

That frequent funerals contribute to preferve the 
genealogies of families, and the honours conferred 
by the crown, which are no where l'o well iiluftra- 
ted as on this folemn occafion ; to maintain ncccf- 
fitous clergy ; to enable the clerks to appear in de¬ 
cent habits to officiate of Sundays ; to feed the great 
retinue of fober and melancholy men, who appear 
at the laid funera^, and who muft ftarve without 
conftant and regular employment. Moreover, we 
defire it may be remembered, that by the pafling of 
this bill, the nobility and gentry will have their old 
coaches lye upon their hands, which are now em¬ 
ployed by our company. 

And we further hope, that frequent funerals will 
not be difeouraged, as is by this bill propofed, it 
being the only method left of carrying fome poeplc 
to church. 

We are afraid, that by the hardfhips of this bill 
our company will be reduced to leave their bufinels 
here, and pra&ife at York and Briftob where the 
free ufe of bad medicines will be (till allowed. 

It is therefore hoped, that no fpecious pretence 
whatfoever will be thought fufficient to introduce 
an arbitrary and unlimited power for people to live 
(in defiance of art) as long as they can by the courie 
of nature, to the prejudice of our company, and 
the decay of trade. 

That as our company arc like to fuffer in fome 
meafure by the power given to phyficians to difiect 
the bodies of malefadlors, we humbly hope, that the 
manufacture of cafes for lkeletons will be referved 
lblely to the coffin-makers. 

We likewife humbly prefume, that the intcrefis 
Vol.VII. C of 
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of the feveral trades and profeffions, which depend 
upon ours, may be regarded ; fuch as that ofliear- 
fes, coaches, coffins, epitaphs, and bell-ropes, 
ftone-cutters, feather-men, and bell-ringers; and 
cfpecialiy the manufacturers of crapes ; and the 
makers of fnuff, who ufe great quantities of old 
coffins, and who, confidercd in the confumption 
of their drugs, employ by far the greateft number 
of hands of any manufacture of the kingdom. 
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To the Right Honourable the Mayor and Aldermen 
of the city of London, 


The humble PETITION of the Colliers, 
Cooks, Cook-maids, Blackfmiths, Jack- 
makers, Brafiers, and others. 


Sheweth, 

T hat whereas certain virtuofi, dilTaffetted to 
the government, and to the trade and prof- 
perity of this kingdoms, takingupon them the name 
and title of the L itcptricul Vittuallei s, have prefum¬ 
ed by gathering, breaking, folding, and bundling 
up the lunbeams, by the help of certain glafles, to 
make, produce, and kindle up feveral new focus’s, 
or fires, within thefe his Majefty’s dominions, and 
thereby to boil, bake, ftew, fry, and drels all forts 
of vi£hials and proviiions, to brew, dirt ill fpirits, 
lmelt oar, and in general to perform all the oilices 
of culinary fires ; and are endeavouring to procure 
to themielves the monopoly of this their faid inven¬ 
tion : Vv r e beg leave humbly to reprcfeni to your 
honours, 

That fuch grant or patent will utterly ruin and 
reduce to beggary your petitioners, their wives, 
children, fervants, and trades on them depending; 
there being nothing left to them, after the faid in¬ 
vention,, but warming of cellars, and drefling of 
{uppers in the winter-time. That the aboliiliing lb 
coniiderable a branch of the coafting trade, as that 
of the colliers, will defiroy the navigation of this 
kingdom, "lhat whereas the faid catoptrical viftu- 
C 2 aller 





zo THE PETITION 

allcrs talk of making tfe of the moon by night, as 
of the fun by day, they will utterly ruin the nume¬ 
rous body of tallow-chandlers, and impair a very 
conftderable branch of the revenue, which arifes 
from the tax upon tallow and candles. 

That the faid catoptrical viCtualfcrs do profane 
the emanations of that glorious luminary the fun, 
which is appointed to rule the day, and not to roaft 
mutton. And we humbly conceive, it will be found 
contrary to the known laws of this kingdom, to 
confine, forestall, and monopolize the beams of 
the fun. And whereas the faid catoptrical victual¬ 
lers have undertaken, by burning-glades made of 
ice, to roaft an ox upon the Thames next winter : 
we conceive all fuch practices to be an incroach- 
ment upon the rights and privileges of the compa¬ 
ny of watermen. 

That the direrfity of expolition of the feveral 
kitchens in this great city, whereby fome receive 
the rays of the fun fooner, and others later, will 
occafton great irregularity as to the time of dining 
of the feveral inhabitants, and confequently great 
uncertainty and confullon in the difpatch of bufi- 
nefs ; and to thofe, who, by reafon of their north¬ 
ern expofition, wifi be ftill forced to be at the ex- 
pcnces of culinary fires, it will reduce the price of 
their manufacture to fuch inequality, as is incon- 
ftent with common juftice ; and the fame inconve- 
niency will afteCt landlords in the value of their 
rents. 

That the ufe of the faid glades will oblige cooks, 
and cook-maids to ftudy optics and aftronomy, in 
order to know the due diftances of the faid focufes 
or fires, and to adjuft the pofition of their glades 
to the feveral altitudes of the fun, varying accord¬ 
ing to the hours of the day, and the feafons of the 
year ; which ftudies, at thefe years, will be highly 
troublefome to the faid cooks and cook-maids, not 
to fay any thing of the utter incapacity of fome of 

them 
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them to go through with fuch difficult arts ; or 
(which is {till a greater convenience) it will throw 
the great art of cookery into the hands of aflrono- 
mers and glafs-grinders, perfons utterly unbilled 
in other parts of that profefllon, to the great 
detriment of the health of his hiajefty’s good fub- 
jedts. 

That it is known by experience, that meat roaft- 
ed with fun-beams is extremely unwholfome ; wit- 
nefs leveral that have died fuddenly after eating the 
provitions of the faid catoptrical victuallers ; ioraf- 
much as the fun-beams taken inwardly render the 
humours too hot and adult, otcation great lwcat- 
ings, and dry up the redtual moifture. 

The fun-beams taken inwardly flied a malignant 
influence upon the brain, by their natural tendency 
towards the moon ; and produces madnefs and di- 
flra&ion at the time of the full moon. That the 
conftant ufe of fo great quantities of this inward 
light will occaflon the growth of quakerifm, to the 
danger of the church, and of poetry, to the dan¬ 
ger of the ftate. 

That the influences of the conftellations, thro* 
which the fun pafles, will, with his beams, be con¬ 
veyed into the blood ; and when the fun is among 
the horned flgns, may produce fuch a fpirit of un- 
chaftity, as is dangerous to the honour of your 
worlhips families. 

That mankind living much upon the feeds and 
other parts of plants, theft* being impregnated with 
the fun-beams, may vegetate and grow in the 
bowels, a thing of more dangerous confcqucnce to 
human bodies than breeding of worms ; and this 
will fall heavieft upon the poor, who live upon 
roots; and the weak and licklv, who live upon 
barley and rice gruel, <bc. for which wc are ready 
to produce to your honours the r pinions of emi¬ 
nent phyfleians, that the rafte and property of the 
victuals is much altered to the worfc by the laid fo- 

lar 
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hr cookery, fricaffics being deprived of the hut 
gout they acquired by being drefled over charcoal. 

Laltly, Should it happen by an eclipfe of an ex* 
trorchnary length, that this city fltould be deprived 
of the fun beams for feveral months : how will his 
JVIajefty s fubje£ts fubfift in the interim, when com- 

toSlytoft? y ’ Whh the art$ depend ' lnS Up ° n if 


In confideration of thefe, and many other incon¬ 
veniences, your petitioners humbly pray, that 
your honours would either totally prohibit 
the confining and manufacturing the fun- 
beams for any of the ufeftil purpofes of life, 
or, in the enfuing parliament, to procure a 
tax to he laid upon them, which may anfwer 
both the duty and price of coals, and which 
we humbly conceive cannot be lefs than thirty 
iln lings per yard fquare, referring the foie 
right and privilege of the catoptrical cookery 
to the royal fociety, and to the commanders 
and crew of the bomb-veflels, under the direc¬ 
tion of Mr. \v hifton for finding out the longi¬ 
tude, who, byreafon of the remotenefs of 
their nations, may be reduced to ftraits for 
want of firing. 


And we likewife beg, that your honours, as to 
the foremennoned points, would hear the Re¬ 
verend Mr. Flamftead, who is the legal officer 
appointed by the government to look after the 
heavenly luminaries, whom we have conflic¬ 
ted our trufty and learned folicitor 
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It cannot rain but it pours ; 

O R, 

London ft rowed with Rarities . 


Being an account of the arrival of a white bear, ax 
the lioufe of Mr. Ratcliff in Bilhopfgate-tlreet ; 
as alfo of Fauftina, the celebrated Italian find¬ 
ing woman ; and of the copper-farthing Dean 
from Ireland. And laftly of the wonderful wild 
man that was nurled in the woods of Germany 
by a wild beaff, hunted and taken in toils ; how 
he behaycth himfelf like a dumb creature, and 
is a Chrillian like one of us, being called Peter ; 
and how he was brought to court all in green, to 
the great aflonifhment of the quality and gentry. 


W E fhall begin with a defeription of Peter the 
favage, deferring our other curiofities to 
fome following papers. 

Romulus and Remus, the two famous wild men 
of antiquity, and Orfm that of the moderns, have 
been juftly the admiration of all mankind : nor 
can we prefage lefs of this wild youth, as may be ga¬ 
thered from that famous and well-known prophe- 
cy of Lilly’s, which being now accomplilhed, is 
moft eahly interpreted : 

When Rome fhall wend to Benevento, 

And Efpagne break the Afliento; 


When 








24 


IT CANNOT RAIN 

When eagle fplit lhall fly to China, 

And Chriftian folks adore Fauftina : 

Then lhall an oak be brought to bed 
Of creature neither taught nor fed ; 

Great feats lhall he atchieve- 

The Pope is now going to Benevento : the Spa¬ 
niards have broke their treaty; the Emperor trades 
to China ; and Lilly, were he alive, muft be con¬ 
vinced, that it was not the Emprefs Faultina, that 
was meant in the prophecy. 

It is evidently leveral tokens about this wild 
gentleman, that he had a father and mother like 
one of us ; but there being no regifter of his chrift- 
er.ing, his age is only to be guttled at by his ftature 
and countenance, and appeareth to be about twelve 
or thirteen. His being lo young was the occafion 
of the great difappointment of the ladies, who 
came to the drawing-room in full expectation of 
forne attempt upon their chaftity : fo far is true, 
that he endeavoured to kifs the young Lady Wal¬ 
pole, who, for that reafon, is become the envy of 
the circle ; this being a declaration of nature in fa¬ 
vour of her fuperior beauty. 

Ariftotle faith, that man is the moll: mimic of all 
animals; which opinion of that great philofopher 
is ftrongly confirmed by the behaviour of this wild 
gentleman, who is endowed with that quality to an 
extreme degree. Fie received his hrft impreflions 
at court; his manners are firft to lick people's, 
hands, and then turn his breach upon them; to 
thrull his hand into every body's pocket: to climb 
over people heads ; and even to make ufe of the 
royal hand to take what he has a mind to. At his 
riirft appearance he feized on the Lord Chamber¬ 
lain's ftaff, and put on his hat before the king ; 
from whence fome have conjectured, that he is ei¬ 
ther defeended from a grandee of Spain, or the 
Earls of Kinfale in Ireland. However, tliele are 

manifeft 
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manifeft tokens of his innate ambition ; he is ex¬ 
tremely tenacious of his own property, and ready 
to Hiyade that of other people. By this mimic 
quality he dilcovered what wild beail: had nurfed 
him : obferving children to aik bleffing of their 
mothers, one day he fell down upon his knees to a 
fow, arid muttered fome founds in that humble 
pofture. 

It has been commonly thought, that he is Ul¬ 
ricas natural brother, becaufe of lome refemblance 
of manners, and the officious care of Ulrick about 
him ; but the fuperiority of parts and genius in Pe¬ 
ter demonftrates this to be impoffible. 

Though he is ignorant both of ancient and mo¬ 
dern languages, (that care being left to the ingeni; 
ous phylician, who is intruded with his education) 
yet he dii'tinguifhes obje&s by certain founds fram¬ 
ed to himfeif, which Mr. Rotenberg, who brought 
him over, underftands perfectly. Beholding one 
day the diambles with great fear and aftonilhment, 
ever fince he calls man by the dime found which 
exprefleth wolf. A young lady is a peacock, old 
women magpies and owls ; a beau with a toupee , a 
monkey; glafs, ice; blue, red, and green ribbons, 
he calls rainbow; an heap of gold, a turd. The 
fird: fhip he faw, he took to be a great bead: fwim- 
ming on her back, and her feet tied above her; the 
men, that came out of the hold, he took to be her 
cubs, and wondered they were lo unlike their dame. 
He underftands perfc&ly the language of all heads 
and birds, and is not, like them, confined to that 
of one fpecies. He can bring any beaft he calls for, 
and no doubt is much milled now in his native 
woods, where he ufed to do good offices among his 
fellow-citizens, and ferved as a mediator to recon¬ 
cile their differences. One day be warned a flock 
of iheep, that were driving to the Ihambles, of 
their danger; and, upon uttering fome founds, 
they all fled. He takes vad plealure in converfa- 
,Vol.VII. D tion 
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tion with horfes ; and going to the Meufe to converfe 
with two of his intimate acquaintances in the king's 
Rabies, as he pafled by, he neighed to the horfc at 
Charing-crofs, being, as it were, furprized to fee 
him fo high : he feemed to take it ill, that the horfe 
did not anfwer him ; but I think no body can un¬ 
dervalue his underftanding for not being llcilled in 
ftatuary. 

He expreffeth his joy moil: commonly by neigh¬ 
ing : ancl whatever the philofophers may talk of 
their rifibility, neighing is a more noble expreffion 
of that pallion than laughing, which feem to me to 
have fomething filly in it ; and befides, is often at¬ 
tended with tears. Other animals are fenfible they 
debafe themfelves by mimicking laughter ; and I 
take it to be a general obl’ervation, that the top fe¬ 
licity of mankind is to imitate monkies and birds ; 
witnefs Harlequins, Scaramouches, and Mafque- 
raders; on the other hand, monkies, when they 
would look extremely filly, endeavour to bring 
themfelves down to mankind. Love he exprefleth 
by the cooing of a dove, and anger by the croaking 
of a raven ; and it is not doubted, brut that he will 
ferve in time as an interpreter between us and other 
animals. 

Great inftruclion is to be had from this wild youth 
in the knowledge of fimples ; and I am of opinion, 
that he ought always to attend the cenfors of the 
college in their vifitation of apothecaries /hops. 

I am told, that the new fe<St * of herb-eaters in¬ 
tend to follow him into the fields, or to beg him 
for a clerk of their kitchen; and that there are 
many of them now thinking of turning their chil¬ 
dren into woods to graze with the cattle, in hopes 
to raife a healthy and moral race, refined from the 
corruptions of this luxurious world 

He lings naturally feveral pretty tunes of his own 


Dr. Chevns’s followers. 


compofing, 
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compofing, and with equal facility in die choroma 
tic, inharmonic, and diatonic flyle, and confe 
fequently mult be of infinite ufe to the academy in 
judging of the merits of their compofers, and is 
the only perfon diat ought to decide betwixt Cuzzo- 
ni and Fauftina *. 

I cannot omit his firft notion of cloaths, which 
he took to be the natural ikins of the creatures 
that wore them, and fcemed to be in great pain for 
the pulling off a flocking, thinking the poor man 
was a-flaying. 

I am not ignorant, that there are a difaffected 
people, who fay he is a pretender, and no genuine 
wild man. This calumny proceeds from the falfe 
notions they have of wild men, which they frame 
from fuch as they fee about the town, whole addons 
are rather abfurd than wild; therefore it will be 
incumbent on all young gentlemen who are ambi¬ 
tious to excel in diis character, to copy this true o 
riginal of nature. 

The fenfesof thisw’ild man are vaflly more acute, 
than thofe of a tame one; he can follow the tract 
of a man, orany other beaft of prey. A dog is anafs 
to him for finding troufles ; his "hearing is more 
perfect, becaufe his ears not having been confined 
by bandages, he can move them like a drill, at;d 
turn them towards the l'onorous object. 

“ Let us pray the Creator of all beings, wild and 

tame, that as this wild youth, by being brought 
“ to court, has been made a Chriftian ; l'o fuch as 
“ are at court, and are no Chrirtians, may lay a- 
“ fide their favage and rapacious nature, and return 
“ to the meeknefs of the golpel.” 

* Two rival lingers at that time in tbe Italian operas here. 


D 2 


The 




C 28 j 



The Narrative of Dr. Robert Norri", 
concerning the firange and deplorable frenzy 
of Mr. John Dennis *, an officer of til? 
Cuftom- houfe. 

i 

Written in the year 17 ij. 


T'r is an acknowledged truth, that nothing is fo 

dear to an honeft man as his good name, nor. 
Ought he to neglect the juft vindication of his 
character, when it is injurioufly attacked by any 
man. The perfon I have at prefent caufe to" com¬ 
plain of, is indeed in very malancholy circumftan- 
ces, it having pleafed God to deprive him of his 
fenfes, which may extenuate the crime in him. But 
I lhould be wanting in my duty, not only to my- 
felf, but alfo to my fellow-creatures, to whom my 
talents may prove of benefit, lhould I fuffer my 
profefiion or honefty to be undeiervedly afperfed. 
J have therefore refolved to give the public an ac¬ 
count of all that has paft between the unhappy gen¬ 
tleman and my felf. 

On the 20th inftant, while I was in niv clofet, 
pondering the cale of one of my patients, I heard 
a knocking at my door, upon opening of which en¬ 
tered an old woman with tears in her eyes, and 
{old me, that without my affiftance her matter 
would be utterly ruined. I was forced to interrupt 

The Hiflory of I\Ir Dennis is to be f en in Jacob’s Lives of the 
Poeis; or in M- P e s Dunrjad, among the n 'te upon which the 
cun. ;is reader may f<nd frme tx-rafts frem his wri mgs. The ocya- 
ficn of this narrative lutr.cicntly appears from the Doctor’s own 
Words, 
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her forrow, by enquiring her mailer’s name and 
place of abode. She told me, he was one Matter 
Dennis, an olficer of the cuttome houl’e, who was 
taken ill of a violent frenzy laft April, and had 
continued in thole melancholy circumttances with 
few or no intervals. Upon this I alked her fomc 
quettions relating to his humour and extravagancies, 
that 1 might the better know under what regimen 
to put him, when the caufe of his diftemper was 
found out. Alas, Sir, lays (lie, this day-fortnight, 
in the morning, a poor fimple child came to him 
from the printer’s; the boy had no lboner entered 
the room, but he cried out, “ the devil was come.” 
He often flares ghaftfully, raves aloud, and mutters 
between his teeth the word Cator, or Cato, or 
fome fuch thing. Now, Doctor, this Cator is 
certainly a witch, and my poor matter is under an 
evil tongue; for I have heard him lay, Cator has 
bewitched the whole nation. It pitied my very 
heart, to think that a man of my matter’s undcr- 
ttanding and great fcholarihip, who, as the child 
told me, had a book of his own print, fhould talk 
j’o outrageoufly. Upon this I went and laid out 
a groat for a liorfe-fhoe, which is at this time nail¬ 
ed on the threfhold of his door ; but I don’t find 
my matter is at all the better for it; he perpetually 
ftarts and runs to the window when any one knocks, 
crying out, “ ’8 death ! a meflenger from the 
“ French King ! I fhall die in the Baltile.” 

Having faid this, die old woman prefentcd me 
with a vial of his urine ; upon examination of which 
I perceived the whole temperament of his body to 
be exceeding hot. I therefore iuftantly took my 
cane and my beaver, and repaired to the place where 
lie dwelt. 

When I came to his lodgings near Chnring-crofs, 
lip three pair of flairs, (which I lliould not have 
publilhed in this manner, but that this lunatic 
conceals the place of his rettdence, on purpofc to 

prevent 
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prevent the good offices of thole charitable friends 
and phyficians who might attempt his cure), when 
<■ '.me into tlie room, I found this unfortunate 
gentleman feated on his bed, with Mr. Bernard Lin- 
roi booklcller on the one fide of him, and a grave 
elderly gentleman on the other, who, as I have 
iznee learned,^ calls himfelf a grammarian; the lati¬ 
tude o whole countenance was not a little eclipfed 
by the fulnels of his peruke. As I am a black lean 
man, of a pale vifage, and hang my cloaths on 
iomewnat flovcnly, I no fooner went in, but he 
frowned upon me, and cried out with violence, 

^ death, a Ererichman ! I am betrayed to the 
“ tyrant ! who could have thought the Queen 
“ would have delivered me up to "France in this 
tl trea t7» and leaft of all that you, my friends, 
would have been in a confpiracy againft me ?” 

■ on, faid I, here is neither plot nor confniracy, 
but for your advantage. The recovery of your 
*. enle * requires my attendance, and your friends 
lent for me on no other account. I then took a 
particular furvey of his perfon, and the furniture 
and dilpofition of his apartment. His afpetft was 
famous, his eyes were rather fiery than lively, which 
he rolled about in an uncommon manner * He of- 
ten opened his month, as if he would have uttered 
lome matter of importance, but the found feemed 
loft inwardly. His beard was grown, which they 
told me he would not luffer to be fliaved, believing 
the modern dramatic poets had corrupted all the 
barb rsm the town, to take the firft opportunity 
of cutting his throat. His eye-brows were grev 
long, and grown together, which he knit with in¬ 
dignation when anything was fpoken, infomuch 
tn it he leemed not to have fmoothed his forehead 
for many vears. His flannel night-cap, which 
was exceedingly begrimmed with fweat and dirt, 
hung upon his left ear ; the flap of his breeches 

dangled 
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dangled between his legs, and the rolls of his ftock- 
iugs fell down to his ankles. 

I obferved his room was hung with old tapeftry, 
which had feveral holes in it, cauled, as the old 
woman informed me, by his having cut out oi it 
the heads of divers tyrants, the fiercenefs of whole 
vifages had much provoked him. On all fides of 
his room were pinned a great many /beets of a tra¬ 
gedy ca led Cato, with notes on the mar fin with 
his own hand. L he words abfurd, monftrous ex¬ 
ecrable, were every where written in inch large 
chara< 5 ters, that I could read them without my 
fpectacles. By the fire-tide lay three farthings worth 
of lmall coal, in a fpeftator, and behind the door 
huge heaps of papers of the fame title, which his 
nurfe informed me Ihe had conveyed thither out of 
his fight, believing they were books of the black 
art; for her matter never read in them, but he was 
either quite moped, or in raving fits. There was 
nothing neat in the whole room, except fome books 
on his /helves, very well bound and gilded, whofe 
names I had never before heard of, nor, 1 believe, 
were any where elfe to be found; fucli as, Gibral¬ 
tar, a comedy ; Remarks on Prince Arthur ; The 
Grounds of Criticifm in Poetry; An Eflay on Pub¬ 
lic Spirit. 7 he only one I had any knowledge of 
was a Paradife Loft, interleaved. The whole floor 
was covered with manuferipts, as thick as a paftry- 
cook’s /hop on a Chriftmas eve. On his table were 
fome ends of verfe and of candles; a gallipot of 
mk with a yellow pen in it, and a pot of half dead 
ale covered with a Longinus. 

As I was catting mine eyes round on all this odd 
furniture with earneftnefs and aftonifhment, and 
in a profound iilence, I was on a luddcn lurprifed 
to heir the man fpeak in the following manner. 
ic Bewahe, Do<ftor, that it fare not with you as 
^ with your predecc/Tor the famous Hippocrates, 

€t whom the miftaken citizens of Abdera lent for 
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in this very manner, to cure the philofoplier Dc* 
“ mocritus ; he returned full of admiration at the 
“ wifdom of that perfon, whom he had hippo fed 

a lunatic. Behold, Doftor, it was thus Arifto- 
“ tie himfelf, and all the great ancients, fpent their 
“ days and nights, wrapt up in criticifm, and befet 
<c all around with their own writings. As for me, 
i( whom you fee in the fame manner, be allured I 
“ have none other difeafe than a fwelling in my 

legs, whereof I fay no more, lince your art may 
“ farther fatisfy you.” 

I began now to be in hopes, that his cafe had 
been mifreprefented, and that he was not fo far 
gone, but fome timely medicines might recover 
him. I therefore proceeded to the proper queries 
which, with the anfwers made to me, I lliall let 
down in form of a dialogue, in the very words 
they were Ipoken, becaufe I would not omit the 
lcaft circumftance in this narrative; and I call my 
confcience to witnefs, as if upon oath, that I 
lhall tell the truth, without addition or diminu¬ 
tion. 

Dr. Tray, Sir, how did you contract this fwell¬ 
ing ? 

Derm. By a criticifm. 

Dr. A criticifm! that’s a diftemper I never 
heard of. 

Derm. ’S death, Sir, a diftemper ! it is no diftem¬ 
per, but a noble art. I have fat fourteen hours a- 
day at it; and are you a doctor, and don’t know 
there’s a communication between the legs and the 
brain ? 

Dr, What made you lit fo many hours. Sir ? 

Derm. Cato, Sir. 

Dr . Sir, I fpeak of your diftemper; what gave 
you this tumour ? 

Derm. Cato, Cato, Cato *. 

* Remarks upon Cito, pubJifhcd by Mr/D. in the vear 1712. 

Old 
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• Old Worn. For God’s fake, Doftor, namenot this 
evil ipiric; it is the whole caul'e of his madnefs : 
alas! poor mafter is juft hilling into his fits. 

! Z - what A man may 

f™ f haV l fwellm S s * n legs, that fits writing 
m Iks 10U1S m a dAJ - He S ot th; s by the Rc- 

Dr • The remarks, what are thofe? 

m ^ n ?-T S ’m a u h! ' have y° u nevcr reacl my re¬ 
tro' f ™ 11 b , e damncd > if this dog Limot ever 
publiilied my advertifements. 

Mr. Lintot. Z-! I publiilied advertihment up¬ 

on advertiiement; and if the book he not read it 
is none of my fault, but his that made it. By G-~ 
as much has been done for the book, as could be’ 
done for any book in Chriftendom. 

Dr : W r e do n °t talk of books, Sir; I fear thofe 
are t e fuel that feed the delirium ; mention them 

courfe^* ^ ° U d ° VCly iU C ° P romotc 'his dif- 

1 defire a word in private with this other gentle- 
man, who feems a grave and fenfibe man : I fun- 
pole, om, you are his apothecary. 

Cent. Sir, I am his friend. 

r® r \ 1 dou bt it not What regimen have you ob 
leried, fince he has been under rout-care 1 You re 
member, I fuppofe, the paftageof Celfus, which fays 
if the patient on the third day have an interval,’ 
Impend the medicaments at night? Let fumigations 
be uled to corroborate the brain. I hope you have 
bore 1 n ° aCCOUnt P romote d fternutation by belli- 

G ‘ nt ' fuch matter > you utterly miftake. 
Or. Miftake: am I not a phylician ? andftiall an 
apothecary difpute my nojirums} You may perhaps 
have filled up a prefcription or two of Ratcliff's 
which chanced to fucceed, and with that verv pre- 
Icription, injudicioully preferibed to different con- 
fticutions, have deftroyed a multitude. Pharmaco - 
Vol.VII. £ 
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poll cotnponat , medicits Joins prefcribat . Fumigate 
him, I fay, this very evening, while he is relieved 
by an interval. 

Dcnn , ’S death, Sir, my friend an apothecary! 
a bafe mechanic ! He who, like myfelf, profefles 
the noblefl: fciences in the univerfe, criticifm and 
poetry ! Can you think I would fubmit my writings 
to the judgement of an apothecary ! By the immor¬ 
tals, he himfelf inferted three whole paragraphs in 
my Remarks, had a hand in my Public Spirit, nay, 
arfifted me in my defeription of the furies and in¬ 
fernal regions in my Appius. 

Mr. Lintot. He is an author ; you miftake the 
gentleman, Doftor; he has been an author thefe 
twenty years to his bookfellers knowledge, and no 
man’s elfe. 

Dcnn. Is all the town in a combination ? Shall 
poetry fall to the ground ? Mu ft our reputation be 
loft to all foreign countries ! O deftrudtion ! perdi¬ 
tion ! Opera! Opera # / As poetry once raifed ci¬ 
ties, fo when poetry fails, cities are overturned, and 
the world is no more. 

Dr. He raves, he raves ; Mr. Lintot, I pray 
you pinion down his arms, that he may do no mif- 
cliicf. 

Dent:. O I am lick, Tick to death ! 

Dr. That is a good fymptom, a very good fvmp- 
tom. lo be lick to death (fay the modern phyfi- 
cians) is an excellent fymptom. When a patient is 
fenfible of his pain, it is half a cure. Pray, Sir* 
of what are you lick ? 

Dcnn. Of every thing, of every thing. I am 
iick of the fentiments, of the diction, of the pro- 
tafis, of the epitafis, and the cataftrophe.—Alas \ 
what is become of the drama, the drama ? 

Old Worn. The dram. Sir ! Mr. Lintot drank up 

* He wrote a treatife proving the decay of public foirit to proceed 
from Italian operas. 4 
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ali the gin juft now ; but I’ll go fetch more pre- 
fently! 

Denn . O fhameful want, fcandalous omiflion ! 
By all the immortals, here is no peripatia , no 

change of fortune in the tragedy; Z-no change 

at ail! 

Old. Worn. Pray, good Sir, be not angry, I’ll 
fetch change. 

Dr. Hold your peace, woman ; his fit increafcs j 
good Mr. Lintot hold him. 

Mr. Lintot. Plague 011’t ! I*m damnably afraid, 
they are in the right of it, and he is mad in ear- 
neft. If he lliould be really mad, who the devil 
would buy the Remarks ? ( Here Air. Lintot fcratih- 
ed his head.) 

Dr. Sir, I fhall order you the cold bath to-mor¬ 
row-Mr. Lintot, you are a fenlible man ; pray 

fend for Mr. Verdier’s fervant, and as you are a 
friend to the patient, be fo kind as to ftay this c- 
vening, whilft he is cupped on die head. The 
fymptoms of his madnefs feem to be defperatc; for 
Avicen fays, that if learning be mixed with a brain 
that is not of a contexture fit to receive it, the brain 
ferments, till it be totally exhaufted. We muft e- 
radicate the undigefted ideas out of the pencranmm, 
and reduce the patient to a competent knowledge 
of himlelf. 

Denn Caitiffs, ftand off! unhand me. mifereants! 
Is the man, whofe whole endeavours are to bring 
the town to reafon, mad ? Is the man, who fettles 
poetry on the balls of antiquity, mad ? Dares any 
one affert, there is a peripetia in that vile piece, 
that’s foifted upon the town for a dramatic poem ? 
That man is mad, the town is mad, the world is 
mad. See Longinus in my right hand, and Ari- 
ftotle in my left; I am the only man among the 
moderns that fupport them. Am I to be affafii- 
iiated ? and ftiali a bookfeller, who hath lived upon 
E 2 my 
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my labours, take away that life to which he owes 
Ins lupport ? 

• Gent, liy your leave, gentlemen, I apprehend vou 
not. I mult not fee my friend ill treated ; he is' no 
more affected with lunacy than myfelf; I am alfo 

, the lame opinion as to the pei ipatia. -Sir, by 

tlve gravity of your countenance and habit, I lhould 
conceive you to be a graduate phyfician; but by 
youi indecent and boifterous treatment of this man 
ot learning, I perceive you are a violent fort of 
pei Ion, I am loath to lay quack, who, rather than 
us dings lhould lie upon his own hands, would get 
nd of them by cramming them into the mouths of 
others : the gentleman is of good condition found 
intclledtnals, and unerring judgement: I beg you 
'will not oblige me to fefent theft* proceedings. 


Theft were all the words that patted among us at 
t us time ; nor was there need for more, it bein<* 
necefiary that we lhould make ufe of force in the 
cure of my patient. 

I privately whilpered the old woman to go to 
Mr. Verdier’s in Long-Acre, with orders to come 
immediately with cupping-glaffes; in the mean time, 
by the alRliance of Mr. Lintot, we-locked his friend 
into a clofet, who, it is plain from his laft fpeech, 
was likewile touched in his intellects, after which 
we bound our lunatic hand- and foot down to the 
bedhead, where he continued in violent ravings, 
notwithstanding the moft tender exprefhons we 
could ufe, to perfuade him to fubmit to the opera¬ 
tion, tn! the fervant of Verdier arrived He had 
no-fooner clapped half a dozen cupping-glaffes on 

lus he.td, and behind his- ears, but the gentleman 
above mentioned burfting open the clofet, ran fu- 
rioufly upon us, cut Mr. Dennis’s bandages, and 
let drive at us with a vaft folio, which forely bruif- 
cd the ihm at Mr. Lintot; Mr. John Dennis alfo, 
flat ting up with cupping-glaffes on his head, feized 

another 
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another folio, and with, the fame dangeroufiy 
wounded me in the frail, juft above my riglu tem¬ 
ple. The truth of this fact Mr. Verdicr’s fervant 
is ready to atteft upon oath, who taking an exact 
iurvey of the volumes, found that which wounded 
my head to be Gruterus’s Lampas Critica, and that 
which broke Mr Lintot’s lliin was Scaliger’s Poe¬ 
tics. After this, Mr. John Dennis, ftrengdiened 
at one by rage and madnefs, fnatched up a peruke- 
block, that hood by the bed-lide, and wielded it 
round in fo furious a manner, that he broke three 
of cupping-glafles from the crown of his head, 

fo that much blood tricked down his vLl age. _He 

looked fo ghallly, and his pailion was grown 10 
luch a prodigious height, that myiclf, Mr. Timor, 
and Vcrdier’s fervant, were obliged to leave the 
room in all the expedition imaginable. 

I took Mr. Lintot home with me, in order to 
have our wounds drefled, and laid hold of that 
opportunity of entering into dii'courfe with him a- 
bout the madnefs of this perfon, of whom lie gave 
me the following remarkable relation : 

That on the 17th of May 1710, between the 
hours cf ten and eleven in the morning, Mr. John 
Dennis entered into his ihop, and opening one of 
the volumes of the Spectator, in the large paper, 
did fuddenly, without the leaft provocation, tear 
out that of No — where the author treats of poe¬ 
tical juftice, and call it into the ftreet. That* the 
faid Mr. John Dennis, on the 27th of March 1712, 
finding on the faid Mr. Lintot’s counter a hook 
called an Efiav on Criticifm, juft then publiihed, 
he read a page or two with much frowning, till 
coming to thefe two lines, 

Some have at firjl for wits, then poets, p.if> 

Turn'd critics next , andprov'd plain J.c.s at loft. 

he flung down the book in a terrible fury, and 
cried, i€ By G—d he means me,” 


That 
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That being in his company on a certain time, 
when Shakeipear was mentioned as of a contrary 
opinion to Mr. Dennis, he fworc the faid Shake f 
ipcar was a rafeal, with other defamatory expres¬ 
sions, which gave Mr. Lintot a very ill opinion of 
the faid Shakefpear. 

That, about two months fince, he came again 
into the fliop, and caff feveral fufpicious looks on a 
gentleman that Hood by him, after which he defir- 
cd foine information concerning that perfon He 
was no fooner acquainted, that the gentleman was 
a new author, and that his firft piece was to be 
publifhed in a few days, but he drew his fword 
upon him ; and had not my fervant luckily catched 
him by the fleeve, I might have loft one author 
upon the lpot, and another the next feftions. 

Upon recolle&ing all thefe circumftances, Mr. 
Lintot was entirely of opinion, that he had been 
mad for fome time; and I doubt not but his 
whole narrative muft fufliciently convince the world 
of the excefs of his frenzy. It now remains, that 
I give the reafons which obliged me, in my own 
vindication, to publifh this whole unfortunate tranf- 
aeftion. 

In the ftrft place, Mr. John Dennis had induftri- 
oufly caufed to be reported, that I entered into his 
room, vi ct armis, either out of a delign to de¬ 
prive him of his life, or of a new play called 
Coriolanus, which he has had ready for the ftage 
thefe four years. 

Secondly, He hath given out, about Fleet-ftreet 
and the Temple, that 1 was an accomplice with his 
bookleller, who viiited him with intent to take a- 
way divers valuable manulcripts, without paying 
him copy-money. 

Thirdly,^ He hath told others, that I am no gra¬ 
duate phySIcian, and that he had fecn me upon a 
mountebank ftage in Moorftelds, when he had 
lodgings in the college tl^erc. 


Fourthly, 
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Fourthly, Knowing that I had much practice in 
the city, he reported at the Royal Exchange, Cuf- 
tomhoufe, and other places adjacent, that I was a 
foreign fpy, employed by the French King to con¬ 
vey him into France; that I bound him hand and 
foot; and that, if his friend had not burft from his 
confinement to his relief, he had been at this hour 
in the Baftile. 

All which feveral aflertions of his are fo very ex¬ 
travagant, as well as inconliftant, that I appeal to 
all mankind, whether this perfon be not out of his 
fenfes. I fhall not decline giving and producing 
further proofs of this truth in open court, if he 
drives the matter fo far. In the mean time I hear¬ 
tily forgive him, and pray that the Lord may re- 
ftore him to the full enjoyment of his underftand- 
ing : fo wilheth, as becometh a Chriftian, 

Robert Norris, M. D. 


from my houfe In Snow-hill, 
July the 30th, 3713. 


God fave the &t/een. 


3s£ 
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A full and true Account of a horrid and 
barbarous Revenge by pojfon, on the 
body of Mr. Edmund Curll, book- 
feller. 


Wiih a faithful Copy of his lad: will and tefta- 
ment. 


TTlftory furnifheth us with examples of many fa- 
tirical authors who have fallen facridces to 
revenge, but not of any bookfeliers, that I know 
of, except the unfortunate fubjeft of the following 
paper ; I mean Mr. Edmund Curll, at the Bible 
and Dial in Fleetftreet, who was yefterday poifon- 
cd by Mr. Pope, after having lived many years an 
indance of the milil temper of the Britidi nation. 

Every body knows,, that the faid Mr. Edmund 
Curll, on Monday the 26th indant, publifhed a 
fatirical piece, in tided. Court-poems , in the preface 
whereof they were attributed to a lady of quality, 
Mr.-Pope or Gav; by which indifereet method, 
though he had clcaped one revenge, there were 
dill two behind in referve. 

Now, on the Wednefday enfuing, between the 
hours Oi ten and eleven, JV'Ir. Eintot, a neighbour¬ 
ing bookfeller, dedred a conference with Mr. 
Curll, about fettling a title-page, inviting him at the 
fame time to take a whet together. Mr. Pope, 
who is not the only infkmce how perfons of bright 
parts may be carried away by the indlgation of the 
devil, found means to convey himfelf into the fame 
room, under pretence ofbufinefs with Mr.Lintot, 

who. 
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V. ho, it Teems is the printer of his Homer. This 
with a Teeming coolnefs, reprimanded 
l..r. Curll for wrongfully afcribing to him the a- 
forefaid poems : he excufcd himfelf bv declaring 
that one of his authors (Mr. Oldmixon by name) 
gave the copies, to the prefs, and wrote the pre- 
tace. Upon this Mr. Pope, being to all appear¬ 
ance reconciled, very civilly drank a glafs of Tack 
to Mr. Curll, which he as civilly pledged; and 
though the liquor in colour and tarte, differed not 
from common Tack, yet was it plain, by the pangs 
this unhappy ftationer felt Toon after, that tome 
podonous drug had been Tecretly infufed therein. 

, bo: 11 eleven o’clock he went home, where his 
wife obferving his colour changed, faid, “ Are 
'* you not lick, my dear?” He replied, “Bloody 
lick ; .and incontinently fell a vomiting and 

• training in an uncommon and unnatural manner, 
the contents of his vomiting being as green as grafs. 
Mis wife had been juft reading a book of her huf- 
band’s printing concerning Jane Wenhani, the fa¬ 
mous witch ot Hertford, and her n ind mifgave her, 
that he was bewitched ; but he Toon let her know, 
that he ftdpecltd poiTon, and recounted to her, 
between the intervals of his y awnings and retchings, 
every circumftance of his interview with Mr Pope! 

Mr. Lintot in the mean time coming in, was ex¬ 
tremely affrighted at the fudden alteration he ob¬ 
served in him : “ Brother Curll, fays ht, I fear you 
“ have got the vomiting diftemper ; which, I have 
heard, kills in half an hour. This comes from 
“ yowr not following my advice, to drink old 
hock in a morning, as I do, and abftain from 
fack. Mr. Curll replied in a moving tone, 

^ our author’s fack, I fear, has done my bull* 

* nefs.” “ Z -ds, fays Mr Lifitot , my author ! 

‘ Why did not you drink old hock ?” Notwith- 

ftanding which rough remonfirance, he did in the 
mod: friendly manner prefs him to take warm \va- 
Vol.VJI. F. ter; 
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ter ; but Mr. Curll did with great obftinacy reftlfc 
which made Mr Lintot infer, that he chofe to 
die, as thinking to recover greater damages. 

All this time the fymptoms increafed violently, 
with acute pains in the lower belly. “ Brother 
“ Lintot, jays hc> I perceive my laft hour ap- 
“ proaching ; do me the friendly office to call my 
“ parner Mr. Pemberton, that we may fettle our 
worldly affairs<*' Mr. Lintot, like a kind neigh¬ 
bour, was haftening out of the room, while Mr. 
Curll raved aloud in this manner : “ If I furvive 
“ this, I will be x'evenged on Tonfonj it was he 
<c iiift detected me as the printer of thefe poems, 
“ and l will repi int thefe very poems in his name.” 
His wife admonifiied him not to think of revenge, 
but to take care of his flock and his foul and in 
the fame inftant Mr. Lintot whofe goodnefs can 
never be enough applauded, returned withMr. Pem¬ 
berton. After fome tears jointly Hied by thefe hu¬ 
mane bookfellers, Mr. Curll being, as he laid, in his 
perfect fenfes, though in great bodily pain, imme¬ 
diately proceeded to make a verbal will, Mrs. Curll 
having fir ft put on his night-cap, in the following 
manner : 

/^•Entlcmen, in the firft place, I Jofincerely pray 
for forgivenefs for thefe indirect methods i have 
purfued in inventing new titles to old books, put¬ 
ting authors names to things they never faw, pub- 
lifhing private quarrels for public entertainment ; 
all which I hope will be pardoned, as being done to 
get an honeft livelihood. 

I do alfo heartily beg pardon of all perfons of ho¬ 
nour, lords fpiritual and temporal, gentry, bur- 
gefles, and commonalty, to whofe abide I have any 
or every way contributed by my publications ; par¬ 
ticularly, I hope it will be confidered, that if I 
have vilified his Grace the Duke of Marlborough, 

I have likewife afperfed the late Duke of Ormond 5 

if 
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if I have abufed the Hon. Mr. Walpole, I have 
alfo libelled the Lord Bolingbroke : fo that I have 
preferved that equality and impartiality, which be¬ 
comes an honeft man in times of fa&ion and divi- 

lion. 

I call my confcience to witnefs, thaj many of 
thefe things, which may feem malicious, were done 
out of charity : I having made it wholly my bulincfs 
to print for poor difconfolate authors, whom all othei 
bookfellers refufe. Only God blefs Sir Richard 
Blackmore! you know he takes no copy-money. 

The fecond collection of poems, \vhich I ground- 
lefsly called Mr. Prior’s, will fell for nothing, and 
hath not yet paid the charge of the advcrtife- 
ments, which I was obliged to publifli again ft him : 
therefore you may as well fupprefs the edition, and 
beg that gentleman’s pardon in the name of a dying 
Chriftian. 

The French Cato, with the criticifm, Ihewing 
how fuperior it is to Mr. Addifon’s, (which i 
wickedly aferibed to Madam Dacier), may be fup- 
prefled at a reafonable rate, being damnably tranf- 
lated. 

I proteft I have no animofity to Mr. Rowe, hav¬ 
ing printed part of Caliipadia , and an incorrect e- 
dition of his poems without his leave in quarto. 
Mr. Gildon’s Rehearfal , or Days the younger, did 
more harm to me than to Mr. Rowe ; though, tip- 
on the faith of an hgneft man, I paid him double 
for abufing both him and Mr. Pope. 

Heaven pardon me for publilhing the Trials of 
Sodomy, in the Elzevir-letter ! but 1 humbly hope, 
my printing 6ir Richard Blackmorc’s Eftays will a- 
tone for them. I beg that you will take what re¬ 
mains of thefe laft, (which is near the whole im- 
prefiion, prefents excepted), and let my poor wi- 
widow have in exchange the foie property of the 
copy of Madam Mafcranny. 

F 2 


\Hcre 
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\_Hcre Mr. Pember ton interrupted y and would by 
no means confcnt to this article ; ub.nt which fame 
difpute might have arifen unbecoming a dying pir- 
Jon, if Mr. Lintot had not interpofed, and Mr. Curtt 
• vomited. 

IVbat this poor unfortunate man [poke afterwards , 
was fo indijhnct , and in fuch broken accents , {being 
perpetually interrupted by vomitings , that the reader 
u' mttreated to excuje the ccmfufton and imperfection 
of this account. 

Dear Mr, Pemberton, I beg you to beware of 
the indictment at Hicks’s-hall for ptiblifhing Ro- 
chefter’s bawdy poems ; that copy will otherwife 
be my be ft legacy to my dear wife, and helplcfs 
child. r 

The cafe of impotence was my heft iupport all the 
laft long vacation. 

[/// this lajl paragraph Mr. CurlVs voice grew 
more f ee for his vomitings abated upon his dc - 
Jfiow, and he fpoke what follows from his clofe - 

ltr.nl i J J 


For the copies of noblemens and bifliops laft 
wills and teftaments, I folemnly declare, I printed 
them not with any purpofe of defamation ; but 
merely as I thought thoft copieslawfully purchaftd 
irom Dolors Commons, at one fliiiling apiece. 
Our trade in wills turning to fmall account, we may 
divide them blindfold. 

For Mr. Manwnring’s Life, I aflc Mrs Oldfields 
pardon ; neither his nor my Lord Halifax's lives 
though they were of fervice to their country, were 
ot any to me: but I was reiolved. fines I could 
pot print their works while they lived to print their 
fives after they were dead. 


While 
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IGuIe he was fpeaking tliefe words, Mr Old- 
rn.xoii entered. “ Ah ? Mr. Oldmixon, faid p,or 
“ Mr c,r tl > to what a condition have your works 
‘ reduced me! I die a martyr to that unlucky 
preface. . However, in thefc my lad moments 
'' 1 juft to ail men ; you ihall have your 
f€ ** rd diarc ^ ie Court-poems , as was ftipulated. 

i I a ! n dead> where will you find another 

bookfeller ? Your Proteftant packet might have 
“ Supported you, had you writ a little leis feurri- 
loully ; there is a mean in all things.” 

Here Mr. Lintot interrupted. “ Why not find 
“ another bookfeller, Brother Curll ? ” and then 
alide took Mr. Oldmixon afide,and whifperedhim : 
“ Slr > a * foon as Curll is dead, I fliall be glad to 
talk with you over a pint at the Devil.” 

Mr. Curll now turning to Mr Pemberton, told 
him, he had feveral taking title-pages, that only 
wanted treatifes to be wrote to them"; and earneft- 
ly defired, that when they were written, his heirs 
might have fome lhare of the profit of them. 

After he had faid this, he fell into horrible 
gripings; upon which Mr. Lintot advifed him to 
i epeat the Lord’s prayer. He defired his wife to 
irep into the Ihop for a Common-prayer book, 
and read it by the help of candle without hefita- 
tion. He cloikd the book, fetched a groan, and 
lecommended to Mrs. Curll to give forty llnllin«s 
to the poor of the parifh of St. Dunftan’s, and a 
week’s wages advance to each of his gentlcm en- 
authors, with fome fmall gratuity in particular to 
Mrs. Centlivre. 

The poor man continued for fome hours with 
all his difeon folate family about him in tears, ex¬ 
pecting his final ditfolution ; when of a fudden 
he was furprifingly relieved by a plentiful foetid 
ftool, which obliged them all to retire out of the 

room. 



46 AN ACCOUNT, &c. 

room. Notwithftanding, it is judged by Sir Ri¬ 
chard Blackmore, that the poifon is ftill latent in 
his body, and will infallibly deftroy him by flow 
degrees in lefs than a month. It is to be hoped, 
the other enemies of this wretched ftationcr will 
not further purfue their revenge, or fhorten this 
iliort period of his miferable life. 


XT 


A further 
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A further ACCOUNT of the molt deplo¬ 
rable Condition of Mr. JLdmuniJ 
Curll, bookfcller. 

T HE public is already acquainted with the man¬ 
ner of Mr. Curb's impoilbnment by a faith¬ 
ful, though unpolite hiftorian of Grubllreet. I 
am but the continuer of his hillory ; yet I hope a 
due diftincfion will be made between an undignified 
fcribler of a fhect and half, and the author of a 
three-penny bitched book, like myfelf. 

“Wit, iaith Sir Richard IMackmore *, proceeds 
Ci from a concurrence of regular and exalted fer- 
(C ments, and an affluence of animal fpirits re&ified 
“ and refined to a degree of purity.” On the 
contrary, when the igneous particles rife with the 
vital liquor, they produce an abftra&ion of the ra¬ 
tional part of the foul, which we commonly call 
maunefs. The verity of this hypothelis is juftilicd 
by the fymptoms with which the unfortunate Mr. 
Edmund Curll bookfcller hath been afflicted, ever 
fince his fwallowing the poifon at the Swan-tavern 
in Fleet-ftreet. For though the neck of his retort, 
which carries up the animal fpirits to the head, is of 
an extraordinary length ; yet the laid animal fpirits 
rife muddy, being contaminated with the infiam- 
mable particles of this uncommon poifon. 

f he fymptoms of his departure from his ufual 
temper of mind were at hrftonly “ fpeaking civilly 
r< to liis cuftomers, finseing a pig with a new pur- 

• Blzckmerc's Efljy?, vol. i. 

<f chafed 
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tc chafed libel, and refufing two and nine pence 
c< for Sir Richard Blackmore’s Eflays.” 

As the poor man’s frenzy increafed, he began to 
lt void his excrements in his bed, read Rochefter’s 
“ bawdy poems to his wife, gave Oldmixon a flap in 
“ the chops, and would have killed Mr. Pem- 
ie berton’s a-, by violence.” 

But at lafl: he came to fucli a pafs, that he would 
“.dine upon nothing but copperplates, took a 
“ clyfter for a whipt lyllabub, and made Mr. Lin- 
€C tot eat a fuppofitory, for a radifli, with bread 
“ and butter.” 

We leave it to every tender wife to imagine, how 
forely all this affti&ed poor Mrs. Curll ; at hr ft fhe 
privately put a bill into feveral churches, defiring 
the prayers of the congregation for a wretched fta- 
tiori'er diftempered in mind. But when Ihe was 
fadly convinced, that his misfortune was public to 
all the world, fhe writ the following letter to her 
good neighbour Mr. Lintot. 

true copy of Mrs . Cavils letter to Mr . Lintot . 

Worthy Mr. Lintot, 

“ VOU and all the neighbours know too well 
“ ^ the frenzy with which my poor man is vifi- 

“ ted I never perceived he was out of himfelf, 
<c till that melancholy day that he thought he was 
“ poifoned in a glafs of lack ; upon this he ran a- 
“ vomiting all over the houfe, nay, in the new- 
“ waflied dining-room. Alas ! this is the greateft 
“ adverlity that ever befell my poor man, ftnee he 
“ loft one tefticle at fchool by the bite of a black 
<c boar. Good Lord ! if he lliould die, where Ihould 
“ I difpofe of the ftock ? unlefs Mr. Pemberton or 
cc you would help a diftrefied widow ; for God 
“ knows, he never publiflied any books thatlafted 
cc above a week, fo that if he wanted daily books , 
“ we wanted daily bread . I can write no more, for I 

“ hear 
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“ hear the rap of Mr. Curll’s ivory-headed cane up- 
“ on the counter.—Pray recommend me to your 
“ paftry-cook, who furniihes you yearly with tarts 
“ in exchange for your paper, for Mr. Curll has 
“ difobliged ours, fince his fits came upon him 
“ before that we generally lived upon baked meats. 

“ He is coming in, and I have but juft time to put 
“ his ion out of the way for fear of mischief: fo 
“ wilhing you a merry Latter, I remain your 

“ Moft humble fervant, 

“ C. CURLL.” 

“ P. S. As to the report of my poor hufband’s 
“ ftealing o’ calf, it is really groundlefs, for he al- 
“ ways binds in £heep.” 

But return we to Mr. Curll, who all Wednefday 
continued outrageoufly mad. On Thurfday he 
had a lucid interval, that enabled him to fend a ge¬ 
neral fummons to all his authors. There was but 
one porter, who could perform this office, to whom 
he gave the following bill of directions, where to 
find them. This bill, together with Mrs. Curll’s 
original letter, lie at Mr. Lintot’s ihop to be per- 
ufcd by the curious. 

InJlruUions to a porter how to find Mr CurWs authors . 

<f A Ta tallow-chandler’s in Petty France, half- 
“ way under the blind arch, aik for the hif- 
“ torian. 

“ At the Bedftead and Boltter, amufic-houfe in 
“ Moorfields, two tranflators in a bed together. 

ci At the Hercules and Still in Vinegar-yard, a 
“ fchoolmafter with carbuncles on his nofe. 

i( At a blacklmith’s fhop in the Friars, a Pinda- 
lt ric writer in red ftockings, 

Vol.VII. G “Jn 







jo AN ACCOUNT OF THE 

u In the Calendar-mill-room at Exeter-ckange, 
u a compofcr of meditations. 

“ At the Three Tobacco-pipes in Dog and Bitch 
“ yard, one that has been a parfon, he wears a blue 
“ camblet coat, trimmed with black : my bell wri- 
“ ter againft revealed reiigion. 

“ At Mr Summers a thief-catcher’s, in Lewk- 
<# ner’s Jane, the man that wrote againft the impie- 
“ ty of Mr Row’s plays. 

“ At the Farthing pye-houfe in Totting-fields, 
€t the young man who is writing my new paftor- 
“ als. 

“ At the Laundrcfies, at the Hole in the Wall 
“ in Curiitors-alley, up three pair of (fairs, the au- 

“ tlior of my Church-hijlory, -if his .flux be ov- 

ci er-You may all'o fpeak to the gentleman who 

“ lies by him in the flock-bed, my index-maker. 

“ The Cook’s * wife in Buckingham-court: bid 
“ her bring along with her the fimiles, that were 
i( lent her for her next new play. 

Call at Budge-row for the gentleman you ufed 
<c to go to in the cockloft; I have taken away the 
u ladder, but this landlady has it in keeping. 

“ I don’t much care if you alk at the Mint for the 
‘ c old beetle-browed critic, and the purblind poet 
€t at the alley over againft St. Andrew’s Holborn. 
cc But this as you have time.” 

All thefe gentlemen appeared at the hour ap¬ 
pointed in Mr. Curll’s dining-room, two excepted ; 
one of whom was the gentleman in the cock-loft, 
his landlady being out of the way, and the gradui 
ad Parnajj'um taken down ; the other happened to 
be too clofely watched by the bailiffs. 

They no fooner entered the room, but all of 
them (hewed in their behaviour fome fufpicion of 
each other ; fome turning away their heads with an 


* Mrs, Ontlivre. 


air 
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air of contempt; others fquinting with a leer, that 
1 he wed at once fear and indignation, each with a 
haggard abftrafted mein, the lively picture of 
fcorn, lolitude, and fliort commons. So when a 
keeper feeds his hungry charge of vultures, pan¬ 
thers, and Libyan leopards, each eyes his fellow 
with a fiery glare ; high hung, the bloody li\ ei 
tempts their maw. Or as a houfewife hands before 
her pales, furrounded by her geefe ; they fight, 
they kifs, they gaggle, beat their wings, and down 
is fcattered as the winter’s inow, for a poor grain 
of oats, or tare, or barley. Such looks fliot thro 
the room tranfvcrfe, oblique, dirett; fuch was the 
itir and din, till Curll thus ipoke, (but without 
riling from his dofe-ftool.) 

“ ii b:rcs and Authors muft be paid beforehand 
u to put them in good humour; therefore here is 
“ half a crown apiece for you to drink your own 
u healths, and confufion to Mr Addifon, and all 
other fuccefsful writers. 

“ Ah, Gentlemen ! what have I not done ? what 
“ have I not iuffered, rather than the world ihould 
Ck be deprived of your lucubrations ? I have taken 
11 involuntary purges, I have been vomited, three 
“ times have I been caned, once was I hunted, 
«* twice was my head broke by a grenadier, twice 
“ was I toiled in a blanket ; I have had boxes on 
the ear, flaps on the chops : I have been fright- 
“ ed, pumped, kicked, flandered, and befhitten. 

_1 liope. Gentlemen, you are all convinced, 

“ that this author of Mr. Lintot’s could mean no- 
thing elfe but uarving you, by poifoning me. It 
remains for us to contult the beft and fpeedieft 
“ methods of revenge.” 

He had fcajr.ee done fpeaking, but the hiftorian 
propofed a hiftory cf his life. 1 he Exeter-Exchange 
gentleman was for penning articles of his faith. 
Some pretty fmart Pindaric, fays the rcd-flocking 
poet, would effcftuallv do his bufinefs. But the 
* ' G 2 index- 
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index-maker laid, there was nothing like an index 
to his Homer. 


. After feveral debates, they came to the follow¬ 
ing refolutions. 

“ Refolved, That every member of this fociety, 
* Recording to his feveral abilities, lhall contribute 
fome way or other to the defamation of Mr. 
“ Pope 


“ Refolved, That towards the libelling of the 
laid Pope there be alum employed not exceeding 
llx pounds lixteen (hillings and nine pence (not 
‘ including advertifemenrs). 

Refolved, 1 hat he has on purpole, in feveral 
' paflages, perverted the true ancient Heathen 
fenle of homer, for the more effectual propa- 
* gation of the Popifh religion. 

“ Refolved, That the printing of Homer’s battles 
( at this juncture, has been theoccaiion of all the 
‘ difturbances of this kingdom. 

Ordered, That Mr. Barnevclt * be invited to 
be a member of this fociety, in order to make 
further difeoveries. 

Refolved, That a number of effective errata's 
be raifed out of Pope’s Homer (not exceeding 
1746), and that every gentleman, who fhall fend 
in one error, for his encouragement lhall have 
the whole works of this fociety gratis . 

“ Refolved I hat a fum not exceeding ten (hil¬ 
lings and fix-pence be diftributed among the 
members of this fociety for coffee and tobacco, 
in order to enable them the more effectually to 
defame him in coffee-houfes. 

Relolved, That towards the further leffening 
the character ot the faid Pope, fome perlons be 


* TbtUyio thtloil, a pamphlet written by Mr Pope, in which 
/ be rape cf toe lock was wiih great folemnity proved to be a political li- 
* was Published in the name of Efdras Barnevclt, apothecary. 


“ deputed 







CONDITION OF EDMUND CURLL. 53 

ci deputed to abufe him at ladies tea-tables, and 
* £ that in conlideration our authors are not well- 

“ drelled enough, Mr. C.y and Mr.Ke. 1 be 

t€ deputed for that fervice. 

“ Refolved, That a ballad be made againft Mr. 
“ Pope, and that Mr. Oidmixon *, Mr. Gildon f, 
« and Mrs. Centlivre ±, do prepare and bring in 
“ the fame. 

“ Refolved, That, above all, fome effeftual ways 
11 and means be found to incrcafe the joint frock 
“ of the reputation of this lociety, which at preient 
“ is exceeding low, and to give their works the 
“ greater currency ; whether by railing the deno- 
<£ mination of the laid works by counterfeit title- 
“ pages, or mixing a greater quantity of the tine 
“ metal of other authors with the alloy of this fo- 
ct ciety. 

“ Refolved, That no member of this lociety for 
“ the future mix Rout in his ale in a morning, and 

“ and that Mr. B. remove from the Hercules 

“ and Still. 

“ Refolved, That all our members (except the 
li cook’s wife) be provided with a lufficicnt quan- 
tC tity of the vivifying drops, or Byfield's fal voui- 
“ tile . 

££ Refolved, That Sir Richard Blackmcre || be 
iC appointed to endue this lociety with a large quan- 

* Oidmixon was all his life a party-writer for hire: and after hav¬ 
ing falfiSca Daniel’s Chr nicle in marv places, he charged three emi¬ 
nent perfons with faliifin.i Lor * Clarendon’s hifmry, which v as «iif- 
proved oy l>. Atterhury. Jhfliop of Rochcftcr, the only furvivor of 
them. . 

■f* Gildon, a writer of cMticifms and libels, wno abut d Mr Pope 
in f.veral pamphlets and books printed by Cur! 1 . 

J Mrs Sufanna Centlivre, wife of Mr. Centlivre, y.omcn ot the 
mouth to his Majcfty, wrote a f.ng bef >re file wa; feven years old, 
and many plays : fl»c wrote aiio a ballad againft Mr Pope’s Homer, 
before he ne-?an it, 

J| Sir Richard Bhckmore, in h»s TsfTays, vol. 2. p. 270, accuf:d 
Mr Pope in very b.Lh and fober term? of prnianenef< and immorality, 
on th<* mere report of Curll, that he was author cf a traveftie on the 
fri\ Pfaim. 

“ tity 
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“ tity of regular and exalted ferments, in order to 
“ enliven their cold fentiments (being his true re- 
4t ceipt to make wits) 

Thefe refolutions being taken, the aflembly was 
ready to break up, but they took fo near a part in 
Mr. Cuill’s afflictions, that none of them could 
leave him without giving him fome advice to rein- 
hate him in his health. 

Mr. Gildon was of opinion, that, in order to 
drive a Pope out of his belly, he fhould get the 
mummy of fomedeceafed moderator of the General 
Afiembly in Scotland to be taken inwardly as an ef¬ 
fectual antidote againfl Antichrift : but Mr. Old- 
mixon did conceive, that the liver of the perfon 
who ad min ill red the poifon, boiled in broth, would 
be a more certain cure. 

While the company were expetting the thanks of 
Mr. Curll for thefe demonftrations of their zeal, a 
whole pile of Sir Richard’s Efiays on a fudden fell 
on his head ; the ihock of which in an inftant 
brought back his delirium. He immediately rofe 
up, overturned the cloie-ftool, andbefh--t the Efiays 
(which may probably occaiion a fecond edition), 
then without putting up his breeches, in a moll fu¬ 
rious tone he thus broke out to his books, which 
his didempered imagination reprefented to him as 
alive, coming down from their fheives, fluttering 
their leaves, and flapping their covers at him. 

Now G--d damn all folios, quartos, ottavos, and 
duodecimos ! ungrateful varlets that you are, who 
have lo long taken up my boufe without paying for 
vour lodging! Are ye not the beggarly brood of 
fumbling journeymen ! born in garrets among lice 
and cobwebs, mirfed up on gray peas, bullock's 
liver, and porter’s ale ? —- Was not the firft light 
you law, the farthing candle I paid for ? Did you 


* Seepage 47. 


not 
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not come before your time into dirty Iheets of brown 

paper ?.And have not I cloathed you in double 

royal, lodged you handfomely in decent flieives, la¬ 
ced your backs with gold, equipped you with fplen- 
did titles, and fent you into the world with the 
names of perfons of quality ? Muft I be always 
plagued with you ? Why flutter ye your leaves and 
flap your covers at me ? Damn ye all, (f ye wolves 
“ in flieeps cloathing ; rags ye were, and to rags 
“ ye fliall return.” Why hold you forth your 

texts to me, ye paltry fermons ? Why cry ye,. 

at every word to me, ye bawdy poets ? 1 o my 

{hop at Tunbribge ye fhall go, by G—, and thence 
be drawn like the reft of your predecefiors, bit 
by bit, to the paflage-houfe ; for in this prefent 
emotion of my bowels, how do I compallionate 
thofe who have great need, and nothing to wipe 
their breech with. 

Having faid this, and at the fame time recollect¬ 
ing that his own was yet unwiped, he abated of his 
fury, and with great gravity applied to that func¬ 
tion the unfinilhed fhcets of the conduct of the Earl 
of Nottingham. 
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A ftrange but true Relation, how Mr. Ed¬ 
mund Curll of Fleet-ftreet, ftationer, 
out of an extraordinary defire of lucre, 
went into Change-alley, and was converted 
from the Chriftian religion by certain emi¬ 
nent Jews-, and how he was circumcifed, 
and initiated into their myfteries. 

A Varice (as Sir Richard, in the third page of his 
Efiays, hath elegantly obferved) lt is an inor- 
<c din ate impulfe of the foul towards the amafling 
“ or heaping together a fuperfluity of wealth, 
“ without the Ieaft regard of applying it to its pro- 
il per ufes.” 

And how the mind of man is poflefled with this 
vice, may be feen every day both in the city and 
fuburbs thereof. It h.’.s been always cfteemed by 
Plato, Puffendorff, and Socrates, as the darling 
vice of old age : but now our young men are turn¬ 
ed ufurers and ftockjobbers ; and, inftead of luft- 
ing after the real wives and daughters of our rich 
citizens, they covet nothing but their money and 
eftates. Strange change of vice ! when the concu- 
pifcence of youth is converted into the covetouf- 
nefs of age, and thofe appetites arc now become 
venal which fhould be venereal. 

In the fir ft place, let us {hew you how many of 
the ancient worthies and heroes of antiquity have 
been undone and ruined by this deadly {in of ava¬ 
rice. 

I {hall take the liberty to begin with Brutus, that 
noble Roman. Does not Aptian inform us, that he 
received fifty broad pieces for the aflaflination of 
that renowned Emperor Julius Cselar, who fell a 

facrifice 
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Sacrifice to the Jews, as Sir Edmund Bury Godfrey 
did to thePapifts? 

Did not Themiftodes let in the Goths and/Van- 
dals into Carthage for alum of money, where they 
barbaroufly put out the other eye of the famous 
Hannibal? as Herodotus hath it in his ninth book 
upon the Roman medals. 

Even the great Cato (as the late Mr. Addifon 
hath very well obferved), though otherwife a gen¬ 
tleman of good ienfe, was not unfullied by this pe¬ 
cuniary contagion ; for he lold Athens to Artaxer- 
xes Longimanus for a hundred rix-dollars, which 
in our money will amount to two talents and thirty 
feftertii, according to Mr. Demoivre’s calculation. 
See Hefiod in his feventh chapter of Feafts and 

Feftivals. t . 

A&uated by the fame diabolical fpirit of gain, 
Svlla the Roman conful fliot Alcibiades the fenator 
with a piftol, and robbed him of feveral bank-bills 
and ’chequer-notes to an immenfe value ; for which 
he came to an untimely end, and was denied Chri- 
ftian burial. Hence comes the proverb, Incidat in 
Syllam. 

To come near to our own times, and give you 
one modern inftance, though well known and ot- 
ten quoted by hiftorians, viz. Echard, Dionyfius 
Halicarnaflus, Virgil, Horace, and others : It is 
that, I mean, of the famous Godfrey of Bulloigne, 
one of the great heroes of the holy war, who rob¬ 
bed Cleopatra Queen of Egypt of a diamond neck¬ 
lace, ear-rings, and aTompion’s gold watch (which 
was given her by Mark Anthony); all thefe things 
were found in Godfrey’s breeches pocket, when he 
was killed at the fiege of Damafcus. 

Who then can wonder, after fo many great and 
illuftrious examples, that Mr. Edmund Curll the 
ftationcr fliould renounce the Chriitian religion for 
the Mammon of unrighteoufnefs, and barter his 
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precious faith for the filthy profpect of lucre in the 
prefent fliidtuation of hocks ? 

It having been obferved to Mr. Curll, by fome 
of his ingenious authors, (who I fear are not over¬ 
charged with any religion), what immenfe fums the 
Jews had got by bubbles *, See. lie immediately 
turned his mind from the buftnefs, in which he was 
educated, but thrived little, and refolved to quit 
his Ihop for ’Change-alley. Whereupon falling in¬ 
to company with the Jews at their club, at the fign 
of the crofs in Cornhill, they began to tamper with 
him upon the mod: important points of the Chriftian 
faith, which he for fome time zealouOy and, like a 
good Chriftian, ohftinately defended. They promil- 
ed him Paradife, and many other advantages hereaf¬ 
ter ; but he artfully inftnuated, that he was more 
inclinable to liften to prefent gain. They took the 
hint, and promifed him, that immediately upon his 
converfion to their perfualion he Ihould become os 
rich as a Jew. 

They made ufe likewife of feveral other argu¬ 
ments ; to wit, 

That the wifeft man dm ever was, and inafmuch 
the richeft, beyond all peradventure was a Jew, vi¬ 
delicet, Solomon. 

That David, the man after God’s own heart, was 
a Jew alfo. And mod of the children of Ifrael are 
iufpe&ed for holding the fame doctrine. 

This Mr. Curll at firft ftrenuoufty denied ; for 
indeed he thought them Roman Catholics, and lo 
far was he from giving way to their temptation^, 
that to convince them of his Chriftianity he called 
for a pork grilking. 


* Bubble was a name given fo all the extravagant propels, for which 
iuMcriptions were raifed, and negotiated at vaft premiums in Changc- 
allay, in the year 1720. A name, which alluded to their production 
by the ferment of the Sou h fea, and not to their fplcnJor, emptinefs, 
and inutility : for it did not become a name of reproach in this cafe, 
c:ii t:i?i2 compleated the msiaphorand the bubble broke. 

They 
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They now promifed, if he would poifon his wife, 
and ”ive up his grilking, that he Ihould marry the 
rich Ben Meymon’s only daughter. This made 
ionic imprefiion on him. 

They then talked to him in the Hebrew tongue, 
which he not tmderflariding, it was obierved, had 
very great weight with him. 

They now, perceiving that his godlinefs was on- 
ly gain, delifted from all other arguments, and at¬ 
tacked him on his weak fide, namely, that of ava¬ 
rice. ^ . 

Upon which John Mendez offered him an eighth 
of an advantageous bargain for the apollles creed, 
which he readily and wickedly renounced. 

He then fold the Nine and thirty articles for a 
bull * ; but infilled hard upon black puddings, be¬ 
ing a great lover thereof. . 

Jofhua Pereira engaged to let him fhare with him 
in his bottomrye ; upon this he was periuaded out 
of his Chriftian name; but he fliil adhered to black 

puddings. . , 

Sir Gideon Lopez tempted him with forty pound 
fubfeription in Ram’s bubble ; for which he was 
content to give up the four evangeliils, and he was 
now completed a perfect Jew, all but black pud¬ 
ding and circumcifion; for both of which he would 
have been glad to have had a difpenlation. 

But, on the 17th of March, Mr Curll (unknown 
to his wife) came to the tavern aforefaid. At his 


• Bulls and bars. He who fells that of which he is not poflVflcJ, 
is proverbially faid to fill the/kin before be has caught the bear. It was 
the practice of flockjobbers in the year 1720, to enter into conuatt 
f r transferring S. S. flock at a future time tor a certain price ; but he 
who contra&ed to fell had frequently no flock to transfer, nor did he 
who bought intend to receive any in confcquence of his bargain ; the 
feller was therefore called a bear, in allufion to the proverb ; and the 
buyer a bull, perhaps only as a fimilar diflinftion. The contract 'va* 
merelv a wager to be determined by the rife or tall of ft^ck ; it it role, 
the feller paid the difference to the buyer proportioned to the lum de¬ 
termined bv the fame computation to the f.ller, 
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entrance into the room, he perceived a meagre 
man, with a fallow countenance, a black forky 
beard, and long veftment. In his right hand he 
held a large pair of fheers, and in his left a red- 
hot fearing-iron, At fight of this, Mr. Curll’s 
heart trembled within him, and fain would he re¬ 
tire ; but he was prevented by lix Jews, who laid 
hands upon him, and unbuttoning his breeches, 
threw him upon the table a pale pitiful fpe&acle. 

He now intreated them in the moft moving tone 
of voice, to dilpenfe with that unmanly ceremonial, 
which if they would confent to, he faithfully pro¬ 
ofed, that he would eat a quarter of pafchal lamb 
with them the next Sunday following. 

All thefe proteftations availed him nothing; for 
they threatened him, that all contracts and bargains 
iliould be void, unlcfs he would fubmit to bear all 
the outward and viftble figns of Judaifm. 

Our apoftate hearing this, ftretched himfelf up¬ 
on his back, fpread his legs, and waited for the 
operation: but when he faw rhe high prieft take 
up the cleft hick, he roared moft unmercifully, and 
fwore feveral Cliriftian oaths, for which the Jews 
rebuked him. 

The favour of the effluvia that iffued from him, 
convinced the old Levite, and all his affiftants, that 
he needed no prefent purgation ; wherefore, with¬ 
out further anointing him, he proceeded in his 
office ; when, by an unfortunate jerk upward of 
the impatient victim, he loft ftve times as much as 
ever Jew did before. 

They, finding that he was too much circumcifed, 
which, by the levitical law, is worfe than not being 
circumcifed at all, refufed to ftand to any of their 
contracts: wherefore they caft him forth from their 
fynagogue; and he now remains a moft piteous, 
woful, and miferable fight, at the ftgn of the Old 
Tcftament and Dial in Fleet-ftreet; his wife, poor 
v, oman, is at this hour lamenting over him, wring¬ 
ing 
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ing her hands, and tearing her hair ; for the bar¬ 
barous Jews (till keep, and expofe at Jonathan’^ 
and Gar away’s, the memorial of her lofs, and her 
hufband’s indignity. 

PRAYER. 

[To fave theJl&mp *.] 

“ T/ EEP us, we befeech thee, from the hands of 
<c ^ fuch barbarous and cruel Jews, who albeit 
c< they abhor the blood of black puddings, yet thirft 
tc they vehemently after the blood of white ones. 
** And that we may avoid fuch like calamities, may 
<c all good and well-difpofed Chriftians be warned 
cc by this unhappy wretch’s woful example, to a- 
“ bominate the hainous fin of avarice, which, 
“ fooner or latter, will draw them into the cruel 
“ clutches of Satan, Papifts, Jews, and ftockjob- 
<c ber’s. Amen” 

* All forms of traycr and thankfgiving, bocks tf devotion, &c. beirg 
excepted in the ftatute of 12 Anne (1712) charging pamphlets and 
-papers contained in half a (beet with one halfpenny, and every fuch 
p>per, being one while fliect, with a ftamp-duty of one penny for 
every copy. 
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GOD’s Revenge againfl PUNNING. 

Shewing the miferable fates of perfons acidified to 
this crying fin, in court and town. 

TVTAnifold have been the judgements which hea¬ 
ven, from time to time, for the chaftifement 
of a finful people, has infixed on whole nations. 
For when the degeneracy becomes common, it is 
but juft the punilhment fliould be general: of this 
kind, in our own unfortunate country, was that 
deftru&ive peftilence, whofe mortality was fo fatal, 
as to fweep away, if Sir William Petty may be be¬ 
lieved, five millions of Chriftian fouls, beiides wo¬ 
men and Jews. 

Such alfo was that dreadful conflagration enfu- 
ing, in this famous metropolis of London, which 
confumcd, according to the computation of Sir 
Samuel Morland, one hundred thoufand houfes, 
not to mention churches and ftables. 

Scarce had this unhappy nation recovered thefc 
funeft difafters, when the abomination of play- 
houfes rofe up in this land ; from hence hath an 
inundation of obfeenity flowed from the court and 
overfpread the kingdom : even infants disfigured 
the walls of holy temples with exorbitant rep'refen- 
tations of the members of generation : nay, no 
fooner had they learned to fpell, but they had wic- 
kednefs enough to write the names thereof in large 
capitals : an enormity obferved by travellers to be 
found in no country but England. 

But when whoring and Popery were driven hence 
bv the happy revolution ; ftill the nation fo greatly 
offended, that Socinianifm, Arianifm, and^Whif- 

toniftn 
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tonifm, triumphed in otfr ftreets, and were in a 
manner become univerfal 

And yet, ftill after all thefe vifitations, it has 
pleafed heaven to vilit us with a contagion more 
epidemical, and of confequence more fatal: this 
was foretold to us, firft, by that unparallelled e- 
clipfe in 1714: fecondly, by the dreadful corruf- 
cation in the air this prefent year : and, thirdly, 
by the nine comets feen at once over Soho-fquare, 
by Mrs. Katharine Wadlington and others; a con¬ 
tagion that fir If crept in amongft the firft quality, 
defeended to their rootmen, and inlufed itfelf into 
their ladies : I mean the woful practice of PUN¬ 
NING. This docs occafion the corruption of our 
language, and therein of the word of God trans¬ 
lated’ into our language, which certainly every fo- 
ber Chriftian muft tremble at. 

Now, fuch. is the enormity of this abomination, 
that our very nobles commit punning not only o- 
vertea, and in taverns, but even on die Lord’s-day, 
and in the King’s chapel: therefore to deter men 
from this evil practice, I lhall give fome true and 
dreadful examples of God’s revenge againft pun- 
fters. 

The Right Honourable-but it is not fafe to 

infert the name of an eminent nobleman in this pa¬ 
per, yet I will venture to fay, that fuch a one has 
been feen; which is all we can lay, confidering the 
largenefs of his fleeves: this young nobleman was 
not only a flagitious punfter himfelf, but was accel- 
fary to the punning of others, by confent, by pro¬ 
vocation, by connivance, and by defence, of the 
evil committed ; for which the Lord mercifully 
fpared his neck, but, as a mark of reprobation, 
wried his nofe. 

Another nobleman of great hopes, no lefs guilty 
of the fame crime, was made the punillier of him- 
felf with his own hand, in the lofs of five hun¬ 
dred pounds at box and dice ; whereby this un¬ 
fortunate 






64 GOD’s REVENGE, &c. 

fortunate young gentleman incurred the heavy dif- 
pleafure of his aged grandmother. 

A third of no lefs illuftrious extra&ion, for the 
fame vice, was permitted to fall into the arms of a 
Delilah, who may one day cut off his curious hair* 
and deliver him up to the Philiftines. 

Colonel F-, an ancient gentleman of grave 

deportment, gave into this fin fo early in his youth, 
that whenever his tongue endeavours to fpeak com¬ 
mon fenfe, he hditates fo, as not to be under - 
flood. 

Thomas Pickle, gentleman, for the fame crime 
banifhed to Minorca. 

Muley Hatnet, from a healthy and hopeful offi¬ 
cer in the army, turned a miferable invalid at Til* 
bury-fort. 

-Euftace, Efq; for the murder of much of 

the King’s Engiifh in Ireland, is quite deprived of 
his reafon, and now remains a lively inftance of 
emptinefs and vivacity. 

Poor Daniel Button for the fame offence depriv¬ 
ed of his wits. 

One Samuel an Irifhman, for his forward at¬ 
tempt to pun, was ffunted in his ftature, and hath 
been vifited all his life after with bulls and blun¬ 
ders. 

George Simmons, flioemaker atTurnftilc in Hoi- 
born, was fo given to this cuftom, and did it with 
fo much fuccefs, that his neighbours gave out he 
was a wit. Which report coming among his cre¬ 
ditors, no body would truft him ; fo that he is 
now a bankrupt, and his family in a miferable con¬ 
dition. 

Divers eminent clergymen of the univerfity of 
Cambridge, for having propagated this vice, be¬ 
came great drunkards and Tories. 

From which calamities , the Lord in his mercy de¬ 
fend us all , &c. &c. 

A 

























L &5 } 




A wonderful PROPHECY taken from the 
mouth of the ipirit of a perlon, who was 
barbaroully llain by the Mohocks: 

Proving alio, that the faid Mohocks and Hawcu- 
bites are the Gog and Magog mentioned in the 
Revelations ; and therefore that this vain and 
tranlitory world will lhortly be brought to its 
final diiiolutiou. 


Breathed forth in the year 1712. 


Woe! Woe! Woe! 



I\ to London, "Woe to "Weftminftcr! "Woe 


” to Southtyark ! and woe to the inhabitants 
thereof! 

I am loath to fay, Woe to the old and new 
churches, thofe that are built, and thofe that arc 
not built! 

But woe to the gates, the ftreets, and the hou- 
fes ! Woe to the men, the women, and the chil¬ 
dren ! for the Mohocks and Hawcubites are alrea¬ 
dy come : the time draweth near, and the end ap- 
proachcth! 

Not to mention the near refemblance betwixt the 
names of Mohock and Gog, Hawcubite and Mag- 
gog, (though I think there is a great deal even in 
that), I {hall go on to proceed in my more folid 
arguments, proving to you not only the things that 
are, but alfo the things that are not. 

The things that are, are the Mohocks and Haw- 
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cubites ; the things that are not, are Gog and P»Ia- 
gog ; and yet both the things that are, and the 
things that are not, are one and the fame thing. 

How this matter is, or when it is to be fulfilled, 
neither you nor I know, but I only. 

For when the Mohocks and Hawcubitcs came, 
Satan came alfo among them ; and where Satan is, 
there are Gog and Magog alfo. 

They have the mark of the beafi: in their fore¬ 
heads, and the beaft himfelf is in their hearts, their 
teeth are fliarp like the teeth of lions, their tails are 
fiery like the tails of fcorpions, and their hair is as 
the hair of women. 

Here the fpirit paufed a 'll bile - and thus a - 

gain proceeded . 

Now liften to what is to come. 

Thofe that are in fhall abide in, and thofe that 

are out fhall abide out.-Yet thofe that are in 

iliall be as thofe that are our. and thofe that are 
out fhall be as thofe that are in. 

Be not dejected-fear not-but believe and 

tremble. 

The lions of this world are dead, and the princes 
of this world are dead alfo, and the next world 
draw r eth nigh. 

That ancient Whig, the Antichrifi: of St. John, 
fhall lead the van like a young dragon, but he iliall 
be cut piece-meal, and difpofiefled. 

The dragon upon Bow-church, and the grafs- 
hopper upon the Royal-Exchange, lhall meet to¬ 
gether upon Stocks-markct, and fhake hands like 
brethren. 

Shake therefore your heads, O ye people ! my 
time is fhort, and yours is not long; lengthen 
therefore your repentance, and fhorten your ini¬ 
quities. 

Lo! the comet appeareth in the fguth ! yea, it 

appeareth 
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nppeareth exceedingly. Ah, poor deluded Chri- 
ftjausl Ah, blind "brethren! think not that this 
baleful dog-bar only fliaketh his tail at you in wag¬ 
gery ; no, it lhaketh it as a rod. It is not a fport- 
'ing. tail, but a fiery tail, even as the tail of a harlot; 
yea, fuch a tail as may reach, and be told, to all 
pofterity. 

I am the porter that was barbaroufly {lain in 
Fleet ftreet : by the Mohocks and Hawcubites was 
1 ilain, when they laid violently hands upon me.. 

They put their hook into my mouth, they divid¬ 
ed my noftrils afunder, they fcnt me, as they 
thought, to my long home; but now I am return¬ 
ed again to foretell their deftrucfion. 

The time is at hand, when the freethinkers of 
Great-Britain {hall be converted to Judaifm : and 
the Sultan {hall receive the foreikins of Toland and 
Collins * in a box of gold. 

Yet two days, a day, and half a day, yea, upon 
the twelfth hour of the fourth day, thofe emblems 
of Gog and Magog, at the Guild-hall {hall fall to 
the ground, and be broken afunder. With them 
{hall perifh the Mohocks and Hawcubites, and the 
whole world fhall perifh with them. 

Here the fpirit difappeared , and immediately there¬ 
upon held his peace. 


Authors of ftvcrcl books in favour of infidelity. 
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The COUNTRY-POST. 

From Tuefday, Auguft the 12th, to Thurt 
day, Augult the 14th. 

From the hen-roo/l, Augujl the \th. 


T WO days ago we were put in a dreadful con- 
fternation by the advance of a kite, which 
threatened every minute to fall upon us : he made 
feveral motions as if he deiigned to attack our left 
wing, which covered our infantry. We were a- 
larmed at his approach, and upon a general muftcr 
of all our forces, the kitchen-maid came to our re¬ 
lief; but we were foon convinced, that fhe had be¬ 
trayed us, and was in the i mere ft of the kite afore- 
laid ; for fhe twilled oft two of our companions 
necks, and ftript them naked : five of us were alio 
clapped in a clofe prifon, in order to be lold for 
Haves the next maket-day. 

P. S. The black hen was laft night fafely deli¬ 
vered of feven young ducks. 


From the garden, Augvjf the 3 d. 

The boars have done much mifehief of late in 
thefe parts, to fuch a degree, that not a turnip or 
carrot can be fafe in their beds. Yefterday feveral 
of themwere taken, and fentenccd to have a wooden 
engine put about their necks to have their nofes 
bored, and rings thruft through them, as a 
mark of infamy for fuch practices. 
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From the great pond) Aitgvjl the \Jl. 

Yefterday a large fail of ducks paffed by here, 
after a imall refiftance from two little boys, who 
flung ftones at them; they landed near the barn¬ 
door, where they foraged with very good fuccefs : 
while they were upon this enterprize, an old turkey- 
cock attacked a maid in a red petticoat, and fhe retired 
with great precipitation. This afternoon being fome- 
what rainy, they let fail again, and took feveral 
frogs. Juft now arrived the par Ion’s wife, and 
twenty ducks were brought before her in order to 
be tried, but for what crime we know not, how¬ 
ever two of them were condemned ; it was alfo ob- 
ferved, that ilie carried off a golling and three 
fucking pigs.. 

From the littk fort at the one of the garden, 
Angujl the $th. 

Laft night two young men of this place made a 
detachment of their breeches, in order, as it is 
thought, to poffcfs themfclves of the two overtures 
of the faid fort; but at their approach they heard 
great firing from the port-holes ; they found them 
already bombarded by the rear-guard of Sarah and 
Suky, who fearing thefe young men were come to 
beat lip their quarters, deferted their neceffary pofts, 
which were immediately taken poffcllion of, not- 
withftanding they were much annoyed by reafon 
of feveral ftink-pots, that had been Hung there the 
fame morning. 

From the barley-mow near the barn, Augufi the 3 d. 

It was yefterday rumoured, that there was heard 
a mighty fqueaking near this place, as of an army 
of mice, who were thought to lie in ambufeade in 

the 
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the faid mow : upon this the farmer aflembled to¬ 
gether a council of neighbours, wherein it was re' 
iolved, that the mow fhould be removed to prevent 
the farther dcftru&ion of the forage. This day the 
affair was put in execution; four hundred and 
, feventy-nine mice and three large rats were killed, 
and a vail number wounded, by pitch-forks and o- 
ther inffruments of hufbandry. A moufe, that was 
clofe purfued, took fhelter under Dolly’s petti¬ 
coats, but by the vigilance of George Simmons he 
was taken, as he was endeavouring to force his 
way through a deep morals and crufhed to death 
on the fpot. There was nothing material hap¬ 
pened the next day, only Cicilv Hart was obferved 
to make water under the faid mow, as fhc was go¬ 
ing a-milking, 

From the great yard , Augvjl the zd. 

It is very credibly reported, that there is a treaty 
oi marriage on foot between the old red ccck, and 
the pyed lien, they having of late appeared very 
much in public together : he yeflerday made her a 
prefent of three barley-corns, fo that we look on 
this affair as concluded. This is the fame cock 
that fought a duel for her about a month ago. 

From the 'Squire's houfe . 

Sunday laft there was a noble entertainment in 
our great hall, where were prelent the parfon and 
the farmer: the parfon eat like a farmer, and the 
farmer like a parfon; we refer you to the curious 
in calculations to decide which eat moft. 

It is reported, that the minifter chriftcned a nude 
child laft week, but it wants confirmation. 


From 
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From the juf.iecs meeting , Augujl the ~th. 

Thi,s clay a jack-daw, well known in the parifli, 
was ordered dole prifoner to a cage, for crying 
cuckcld to a juftice of the quorum ; and die fome 
evening certain apples, for hilling in a difrefpe&ful 
manner as they were roafting, were commited to 
Lambs-wool. The fame day the faid juftices 
caufed a pig to be whipt to death, and eat the 
fame, being convicted of fqueaking on the ioth of 
June. 


Fiom the church , Augujl the $th. 

Divine fervicc is continued in our parifh as ufual, 
though we have feldom the company of any of the 
neighbouring gentry ; by whofe manner of living it 
may be conjectured, that the advices from this 
place are not credited by them, or elfe regarded as 
matters of little confequence. 

From the church-yard , Augujl the Sth. 

The minifter, having obferved his only daughter 
to feem too much aiicCted with the intercourfe of 
his bull and the cows of the parilh,has ordered the 
ceremony for the future, to be performed not in 
his own court, but in the church-yard; where, at 
the lirft folemnity of that kind, the grave-ftones of 
John Fry, Peter How, and Mary d’Urfey were 
lpurned down. This has already occafioned great 
debates in the vefhy, the latter being the deceafed 
wife of the iinging-clcrk of this place. 

Cafualties this 'teeth. 

Several cafualties have happened tfeis week, and 
the bill of mortality is very much increafed. There 

have 
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have died of the failing-licknefs two humbling 
horfes, as alfo one of their riders, Smothered 
(in onions) feven rabbits. Stifled (in a foldier’s 
breeches) two geefe. Of a fore throat, feverai 
llieep and calves at the butchers. Starved to death, 
one baflard child nurfed at the parilh-charge. Still¬ 
born, in eggs of turkeys, geefe, ducks, and hens, 
thirty-fix. Drowned, nine puppies. Of wind in the 
bowels, live bottles of fmali-beer. I have not yet 
feen the exaft ift of the parifli-clerk, fo that for 
a more particular account, we refer you to our 
ijext. 

We have nothing material as to the flocks, only 
that Dick Adams was fet in them laft Sunday for 
fwearing. 


<x> 


A true 























C 73 J 


A true and faithful Narrative of what 
palfed in London, during the general 
confternation of all ranks and degrees of 
mankind, on Tuefday, Wednefday, Thurf- 
day, and Friday laft. 


Tuefday the 13th of October, Mr. Whifton 
held his ledlure near the Royal Exchange, to 
an audience of fourteen worthy citizens his fub- 
fcribers and confhmt hearers. Belides thefe there 
were five chance auditot's for that night only, who 
had paid their lhillings a-piece. I think myielf ob¬ 
liged to be very particular in this relation, lelt my 
veracity lhould be fufpected ; which makes me ap¬ 
peal to the men who were prefent ; gf which 1 my- 
felf was one. Their names are, 

Henry Watfon, habcrdajher. 

George Hancock, druggjl . 

John Lewis, dry-falter. 

William Jones, corn-chandler. 

Henry Theobald, watch-maker. 

James Peters, draper. 

Thomas Floyer, filvir fwith. 

John Weils, brewer . 

Samuel Greg, Joap-foiler. 

William Qoo\ty^JiJlj-monger . 

James Harper, hofier. 

Robert Tucker, Jlationer. 

George Ford, ironmonger. 

Daniel Lynch, apothecary . 


Vol. VII. 


K 


William 
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A FAITHFUL NARRATIVE 


William Bennet, 

David Somers, J 

Charles Lock. C apprentices, 

Leonard Daval, X 

Henry Croft, ^ 

Mr. Whifton began by aquainting us, that (con¬ 
trary to his advertifement) he thought himfelf in. 
duty and confidence obliged to change the fubjecR- 

matter of his intended difcourfe.-Here he 

paufed, and feemed for a lhort fpace, as it were, 
loft in devotion and mental prayer ; after which, 
with great earneftnefs and vehemence he fpake as 
follows : 

“ Friends and fellow-citizens, all fpcculative fci- 
“ ence is at an end : the period of all things is at 
“ hand; on Friday next this world fhall be no more 
c ‘ Put not your confidence in me, brethren; for 
to-morrow-morning, five minues after five, the 
4t truth with be evident ; in that inftant the co- 
met fhali appear, of which I have heretofore 
€S warned you. As ye have heard, believe. Go 
“ hence, and prepare your wives, your families, 
“ and friends, for the univerfal change.” 

At this folemn arid dreadful prediction, the whole 
focietv appeared in the utmoft aftonifhment ; but 
it would be unjuft not to remember, that Mr. 
Whifton himfelf was in fo calm a temper as to re¬ 
turn a {hilling a-piece to the youths, who had been 
dilappointed of their leClure, which I thought, 
from a man of his integrity, a convincing proof of 
his own faith in the prediction. 

As we thought it a duty, in charity to warn all 
men; in two or three hours the news had fpread thro’ 
the city. At firft indeed our report met with but 
little credit, it being by our greateft dealers in flocks 
thought only a court-artifice to fink them, that fome 
choice favourites might purchafe at a lower rate ; 
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for the South-fea that very evening fell five per 
cent, the India eleven ; and all the other funds in 
proportion. But at the court-end of the town our 
atteftations were entirely diibelieved, or turned in¬ 
to ridicule ; yet neverthelefs the news lpread every 
where, and was the fubjeft-matter of all converfa- 
tion. 

That very night (as I was credibly informed) Mr. 
Whifton was lent for to a great lady, who was ve¬ 
ry curious in the learned fciences, and addicted to 
all the fpeculative doubts of the moft able philofo- 
phers; but he was not now to be found : and fince 
at other times he has been known not to decline that 
honour, I make no doubt he concealed himfeif to 
attend the great bufinefs of his foul: but whether 
it was the Lady’s faith, or inquifitivenefs, that oc- 
cafioned her to fend, is a point 1 ffiall not prefume 
to determine. As for his being fent for to the le- 
cretary’s office by a melTenger, it is now known to 
be a matter notorioufly falle, and indeed at firft it 
had little credit with me, that fo zealous and honeft 
a man fhould be ordered into cuftody as a feditious 
preacher, who is known to be lo well aftefted to the 
prefent happy eftablilhment. 

It was now I reflefted with exceeding trouble and 
forrow, that I had difufed family-prayers for above 
five years, and (though it had been a cuftom of late 
entirely neglefted by men of any bufinefs or ftation) 

I determined within myfelf no longer to omit lo 
reafonable and religious a duty. I acquainted my 
wife with my intentions : but two or three neigh¬ 
bours having being engaged to fup with us that 
night, and many hours being unwarily fpent at 
cards, I was prevailed upon by her to put it ofi till 
the next day ; Ihc reafoning that it would be time 
enough to take off the fervants from their bufinefs 
(which this practice mu ft infallibly occafion for an 
hour or two everyday), after the comet had made 
its appearance. 

K 2 Zachary 
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Zachary.Bowen, a quaker, and my next neigh¬ 
bour, had no fooner heard of the prophecy, but he 
made me a vilit. I informed him of every thing I 
had heard, but found him quite obftinate in his un¬ 
belief; for, faid he, be comforted, friend, thy 
tidings are impofiibilities; for were thefe things to 
happen, they muft have been forefeen by fome of 
our brethren. This indeed (as in all other fpiritual 
cafes with this fet of people) was his only reafon a- 
gainft believing me ; and, as he was fully perfuad- 
cd, that the prediction was erroneous, he, in a 
very friendly manner, admonifhed me againffc fel¬ 
ling my flock at the prefent low price ; which, he 
faid, beyond difpute muft have a rife before Mon¬ 
day, when this unreafonable confirmation fliould 
be over. 

But on Wcdnefday morning (I believe to the ex¬ 
act calculation of Mr. Whiflon) the comet appear¬ 
ed: for at three minutes after five, by my own 
watch, I law it. He indeed foretold, that it would 
be feen at liye minutes after five, but as the bell 
watches may be a minute or two too flow, I am 
apt to think his calculation juft to a minute. 

In lefs than a quarter of an hour all Cheapfide 
was crouded with a vaft concourfe of people, and 
notwithftanding it was fo early, it is thought, that 
through all that part of the town, there was not a 
man, woman, or child, except the lick or infirm, 
left in their beds. From my own balcony, I am con¬ 
fident, I faw feyeral thousands in the ftreet, and 
counted at leaft leventeen, who were upon their 
knees, and feemed in aclual devotion. Eleven of 
them indeed appeared to be old women about four- 
fcore ; the fix others were men in an advanced life, 
but (as I could guel's) two of them might be under 
feventy. 

It is highly probable, that an event of this nature 
may be palled over by the greater hillorians of our 
times, as conducing very little or nothing to the 

unravelling 
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unravelling and laying open the deep fchemes ofpor 
liticians and myfteries of (fate *, for which reafon, I 
thought it might not he unacceptable to record the 
fads, which in the fpace of three days came to my 
knowledge, either as an eye-witnefs, or from un- 
queftionable authorities ; nor can I think this nar¬ 
rative will be enirely without its ufe, as it may en¬ 
able us to form a more juft idea of our country¬ 
men in general, particularly in regard to their 
faith, religion, morals, and politics. 

Before Wednefday noon the belief was univerfal, 
that the day of judgement was at hand, infomuch 
that a waterman of my acquaintance told me, he 
counted no lefs than one hundred and twenty-three 
clergymen, who had been ferried over to Lambeth 
before twelve o’clock ; thefe, it is laid, went thi¬ 
ther to petition, that a fhort prayer might be pen¬ 
ned, and ordered, there being none in the fervice 
upon that occafion. But as in things of this nature 
it is neceilary that the council be confulted, 
their requeft was not immediately complied with ; 
and this I affirm to be the true and only reafon, 
that the churches were not that morning fo well at¬ 
tended ; and is in no ways to be imputed to the fears 
and confirmation of the clergy, with which the 
freethinkers have fince very unjufily reproached 
them. 

Fly wife and I went to church (where we had 
not been for many years on a week day) and, with 
a very large congregation, were difappointed of the 
fervice. But (what will be fcarce credible) by the 
careleffiiefs of a prentice, in our abfence, we had a 
piece of fine cambric carried off by a (hop-lifter : 
io little impreffion was yet made on the minds oi 
thefe wicked women ! 

I cannot omit the care of a particular director of 
the bank; I hope the worthy and wealthy knight 
will forgive me, that I endeavour to do him juffice ; 
for it was unqucftionably owing to Sir Gilbert 

lleathcotc’s 
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Hcathcote’s fagacitv*, that all the fire*offices were 
required to have a particular eye upon the bank of 
England. Let it be recorded to his praife, that, in 
the general hurry, this {truck him as his neared 
and tendered concern ; but the next day in the e- 
vening, after having taken due care of his books, 
bills, and bonds, I was informed, his mind was 
wholly turned upon spiritual matters ; yet ever and 
anon, he could not help exprefling his refentment 
again A the Tories and Jacobites, to whom he im¬ 
puted that hidden run upon the bank, which hap¬ 
pened on that occalion. 

A great man (whom at this time it may not be 
prudent to name) employed all the AVednefday 
morning to make up fuch an account, as might ap¬ 
pear fair, in cafe he fhould be called upon to 
produce it on the Friday ; but was forced to defid, 
after having for feveral hours together attempted it, 
not being able to bring himfelf to a refolution to 
trufl the many hundred articles of his fecret tranf- 
a< 5 tions upon paper. 

Another feemed to be very melancholly, which 
his flatterers imputed to his dread of lofing his power 
in a day or two ; but I rather take it, that his chief 
concern was the terror of being tried in a court 
that could not be influenced, and where a majority 
of voices could avail him nothing. It was obferved 
too, that he had few viflters that day; this added 
fo much to his mortification, that he read through 
the fitd chapter of the book of Job, and wept o- 
ver it bitterly: in fliort he feemed a true penitent 
in every thing, but in charity to his neighbour. No 
bufinefs was that day done in his compting-houfe; 
it is faid too, that he was advifed to reditution, but 
I never heard that he complied with it, any farther 

* Sir G !b r rt Heathcote had before figmlized his care for the Bank 1 , 
when in tqinl danger, by petitioning agair.ft the Lord Treafurer Go- 
dolphin’s being removed, as a meafuie that wouid deilrov the public 
qedit. 
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than in giving half a crown a-picce to fcveral cra¬ 
zed, and ftarving creditors, who attended in the 
outward room. 

Three of the maids of honour fent to counter¬ 
mand their birth-day cioaths : two of them burnt 
all their collections of novels and romances, and 
fent to a bookfeller’s in Pallmall to buy each of 
them a bible, and Taylor’s holy living and dying. 
But I muft do all of them the juftice to acknow¬ 
ledge, that they Ihewed a very decent behaviour in 
the drawing room, and retrained themfelves from 
thefe innocent freedoms and little levities fo com¬ 
monly incident to young ladies of their profefiion. 
So many birth-dav luits were countermanded next 
day, that mod of the taylors and mantua-makers 
dilcliarged all their journeymen and women. A 
grave elderly lady, of great erudition and modefty, 
who vilits thefe "young ladies, feemed to be ex¬ 
tremely Blocked by the appreheniions, that lhe was 
to appear naked before the whole world ; and no 
lefs fo, that all mankind was to appear naked before 
her ; which might fo much divert her thoughts, as 
to incapacitate her to give ready and apt anfwers to 
the interrogatories that might be made her. lhe 
maids of honour, who had both modefty and cu- 
rioftty, could not imagine the fight fo difagreeable 
as was reprefented ; nay, one of them went fo far 
as to fay/lhe perfectly longed to fee it; for it could 
not be fo indecent, when every body was to be a- 
like ; and they had a day or two to prepare them¬ 
felves to be feen in that condition. Upon this re¬ 
flexion, each of them ordered a bathing-tub to be 
got ready that evening, and a looking-glafs to be fet 
bv it. So much are thefe young ladies both by na 
tui e and cuftom addicted to cleanly appearance. 

A lveft-country gentleman told me, he got a 
church-leafe filled up that morning,for the fame lum 
which had been refufed for three years fucceflively. 
1 muft impute this merely to accident; for I cannot 

imagine, 
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imagine, that any divine could take the advantage 
of his tenant in fo unhandfome a manner; or that 
the fhortnefs of the life was in the lead: his confide- 
ration : though I have heard the Rune worthy pre¬ 
late afperfed and maligned flnce upon this very ac¬ 
count. 

The term being fo near, the alarm among the 
lawyers was inexpreffible, though fome of them, I 
was told, were fo vain as to promife themfelves fome 
advantage in making their defence, by being ver- 
fed in the practice of our earthly courts, It is faid 
too, that fome of the chief pleaders were heard to 
exprefs great fatisfaciion, that there had been but few 
Rate-trials of late years. Several attornies demand¬ 
ed the return of fees, that had b en given the law¬ 
yers : but it was anfwered, the fee was undoubted¬ 
ly charged to their client, and that they could not 
connive at fuch injuftice, as to fuffer it to be funk 
in the attorneys pockets Our fage and learned 
judges had great confolation, infomuch as they had 
not pleaded at the bar for feveral years ; the barri- 
fters rejoiced in that they were not attornies, and 
the attornies felt no lefs latisfa&ion that they were 
not pettifoggers, feriveners, and other meaner offi¬ 
cers of law. 

As to the army, far be it from me to conceal the 
truth. Every foldier’s behaviour was asundifmayed, 
and undaunted, as if nothing was to happen : I 
impute not this to their want of faith, but to their 
martial difpoffiion ; though I cannot help thinking 
they commonly accompany their commands with 
more oaths than are requilite, of which there was 
no remarkable diminution this morning in the pa¬ 
rade in St. James's Park. But poffibly it was by 
choice, and on confideration, that they continued 
this way of expreffion, not to intimidate the com¬ 
mon foldiers, or give occaiionto fufpcct, that even 
the fear of damnation could make any impreffion 
upon their fuperior officers. A duel was fought 
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the fame morning between two colonels, not occa- 
lioned (as was reported) becaule the one was put 
over the other’s head; that being a point, which 
might at fuch a juncture have been accomodated by 
the mediation of friends; but as this was upon the 
account of a Lady, it was judged it could not be put 
otF at this time* above all others, but demanded 
immediate fatisfa&ion : I am apt to believe, that a 
young officer, who defired his furgeon to defer 
putting him into a falivation till Saturday, might 
make this requeft out of ibme opinion he had of 
the truth of the prophecy; for the apprehenlions 
of any danger in the operation could not be his mo¬ 
tive, the furgeon himfelf having allured me, that 
he had before undergone three feveral operations 
of the like nature with great refignation and forti¬ 
tude. 

There was an order iflued, that the chaplains of 
the feveral regiments lliould attend their duty ; but 
as they were difperfed about in feveral parts of 
England, it was believed that moft of them could 
not be found, or fo much as heard of till the great 
day was over. 

Moft of the confiderable phyficians, by their out¬ 
ward demeanor, feemed to be unbelievers ; but at 
the fame time, they every where inlinuated, that 
there might be a peltilential malignancy in the air, 
occafioned by the comet, which might he armed 
againft by proper and timely medicines. This cau¬ 
tion had but little effect; for as the time approach¬ 
ed, the Chriltian rdignation of the people in- 
creafed, and moft of them (which was never be¬ 
fore known) had their folds more at heart than 
their bodies. 

If the reverend clergy (Lowed more concern 
than others, I charitably impute it to their great 
charge of fouls; and what continued me%in this 
opinion was, that the degrees of apprehenlion 
and terror could be diftingudhed to be greater or 
VoL. VII, b lets, 
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lefs, according to their ranks and degrees in the 
church. 

The like might be obferved in all forts of mini- 
(ters, though not of the church of England ; the 
higher their rank, rbe more was their fear. 

1 (peak not of the court, for fear of offence ; 
and I forbear inferring the names of particular per- 
fons, to avoid the imputation of (lander, fo that 
the reader will allow the narrative mud: be defi¬ 
cient, and is therefore defired to accept hereof, 
rather as a (ketch than a regular circumltantial his¬ 
tory. 

I was not informed of any perfons who (hewed 
the lead: joy, except three malefadtors, who were 
to be executed on the Monday following, and one 
old man, a* conftant church-goer, who-, being at 
the point of death, expreft fome iatisfadtion at the 
news. 

On Thurfday morning there was little or nothing 
tranfacted in Change-alley ; there were a multitude 
or fellers, but fo few buyers, that one cannot affirm 
the ftocks bore any certain price, except among the 
Jews, who this day reaped great profit by their in¬ 
fidelity. There were many who called themfclves 
Chriftians, who offered to buy for time, but as 
thefe were people of great cliftindrion, I chufe not 
to mention them, becaufe in effedt it would feem to 
accufe them both of avarice and infidelity. 

The run upon the bank is too well known tcx 
need a particular relation ; for it never can be for¬ 
gotten, that no one perfon whatever (except the 
directors themfclves, and (ome of their particular 
friends and affociates) could convert a bill all that 
day into fpecie; all hands being employed to ferve 
them. 

In the feveral churches of the city and fuburbs 
there were feven thoufand two hundred and forty- 
five, who publicly and folemnly declared before the 
congregation, that they took to wife their feveral 
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kept miftrefles, which was allowed as valid marri¬ 
age, the pried: not having time to pronounce the 
ceremony in form. 

At St. Bride’s church in Flect-ftrcn, Mr. Wool- 
fton (who writ againft the miracles of our Saviour), 
in the utmoft terrors of conference, made a public 
recantation. Dr. Mandevil * (who had been grounds 
lefsly reported formerly to have done the lame) did 
it now in good earned:, at St. James’s gate ; as did 
alfo at the Temple-church feveral gentlemen, who 
frequent coftcehoufes near the bar. So great was 
the faith and fear of two of them, that they dropt 
dead on the fpot; but I will not record their names, 
left I lhould be thought invidioufly to lay an odium 
on their families and pofterity. 

Moft of the players, wdio had very little faith 
before, were now detirous of having as much as 
they could# and therefore embraced the Roman 
Catholic religion ; the lame thing was obferved of 
fome bawds and ladies of plealure. 

An Irifh gentleman, out of pure frienddiip, 
came to make me a vifit, and advifed me to hire a 
boat for the enfuing day, and told me, that unlefs 
I gave earned: for one immediately, he feared ijt 
might be too late ; for his countrymen had fecur- 
ed almoft every boat upon the river, as judging 
that, in the general conilagration, to be upon the 
water would be the fafeft place. 

There were tw'O lords, and three commoners, 
who, out of a fcruple of confcience, very haftily 
threw up their penfions, as imagining a pendon was 
only an annual retaining bribe. All the other great 
pendoners, I was told, had their fcruples quieted 
by a clergyman or two of diftin<ftion, whom they 
happily confultcd. 


* Author of The fJbh rf tke her, a book intended !o fubvert rot 
only religion but virtue, by fhcwj-ng that priva c vkwS a;c public be¬ 
nefits. 
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It was remarkable, that feveral cf cur very rich- 
eff traddrnen of the city, in common charity, gave 
away (hillings and fixpences to the beggars, who 
plyed about the church-doors ; and, at a particular 
church in the city, a wealthy church warden, with 
his own hands distributed fifty twelve-penny loaves 
to the poor, by way of re ft Station for the many 
great and colily feaffs which he had eaten of at 
their expence. 

Three great ladies, a valet de chambre, two 
lords, a cuffont-houfe officer, five half pay cap¬ 
tains, and a baronet, (ail noted gamefters), came 
publickly into a church at Weffminfter, and depo¬ 
sited a very conliderable fum of money in the mi¬ 
ni ffer’s hands ; the parties whom they had defraud¬ 
ed being either out of town, or not to be found. 
But fo great is the hardnefs of heart of this frater¬ 
nity, that, among either the noble or vulgar game- 
fters, (though the profellion is fo general), I did 
not hear of any other reftitution of this fort. At 
the fame time, I muff: obferve, that (in companion 
of tliefe) through all parts of the town, the juffice 
and penitence of the highwaymen, houfe-break¬ 
ers, and common pick-pockets, was very remark¬ 
able. 

The directors of our public companies were in 
fuch dreadful apprehenfions, that one would have 
thought a parliamentary inquiry was at hand ; yet 
fo great was their prefence of mind, that all the 
Thurfday morning was taken up in private tranl- 
fers, which, by malicious people, was thought to 
be done with defign to conceal their effects. 

*1 forbear mentioning the private confeilions of 
particular ladies to their hufbands ; for as their 
children were born in wedlock, and of confequence 
are legitimate, it would be an invidious talk to re¬ 
cord them as baffards ; and particularly after their 
feveral hufbands have fo charitable forgiven them. 

The 


























OF WHAT PASSED IN LONDON. 

The evening and night through the whole town 
were fpent in devotions both public and private ; 
the churches, for this one day, were fo crouded by 
the nobility and gentry, that thoufands of the com¬ 
mon people were feen praying in the public ftreets. 
In ihort, one would have thought the whole town 
had been really and ferioufly religious. But what 
was very remarkable, all the different perfuafions 
kept by themfelves, for as each thought the other 
would be damned, not one would join in prayer 
with the other. 

At length Friday came, and the people covered 
all the ffreets ; expecting, watching, and praying. 
But, as the day wore away, their fears firft began to 
abate, then leflehtd every hour; at night they 
were almoff extinct, till the total darknefs, that hi¬ 
therto uled to terrify, now comforted every free¬ 
thinker and atheift. Great numbers went toge¬ 
ther to the taverns, befpoke fuppers, and broke up 
whole hogfheads for joy. The fubject of all wit 
and converfation tvas to ridicule the prophecy, and 
rally each other. All the quality and gentry were 
perfectly afliamed, nay, fome utterly difowned that 
they had manifefted any Cgns of religion. 

But the next day, even the common people, as 
well as their betters, appeared in their ufual date 
of indifference. They drank, they whored, they 
fwore, they lyed, they cheated, they plundered, 
they gamed, they quarrelled, they murdered. In 
ihort, the world went on in the old channel. 

I need not give any inftances of wjiat will be fo 
eafily credited; but I cannot omit relating, ;hat 
Mr. Woolfton advertifed. »n that very Saturdays 
Evening Poff, a new treatife againft the miracles 
of our Saviour ; and that the few who had given 
up their penfions the day before, foiiciteu to have 
them continued ; which, as they had not been 
thrown up upon any minifteriul point, I am inform¬ 
ed was readily granted. 
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NUMBER V. 

-- L'>cernf/jue 9 trabitque 

Molie pccus -- Virg. 

FromTuefday, Jan. 23. to Saturday, Jan. 27. 1710. 

A Mongft other fervices T have met with from 
fome critics, the cruelleft for an old man is, 
that they will not let me be at quiet in my bed, but 
purfue me to my very dreams. I mufl not dream 
but when they pleaie, nor upon long continued 


* N. B. The two following Tatlers arc not in the four volumes 
publifhed by Sir Richard Steele. 

In the preface to the Tatlcr, vol. 14. Sir Richard Steele fpeaks 
thus of Dr. Swift <f I have, in the dedication of the firft volume, 
t: made my acknowledgements to Dr. Swift; whole pleafant writ- 
** ings, in the name of Bickerjiaff, created an inclination in the town 
tf toward.- any thing that could appear in the fame dilguilc. 1 mult 
** acknowledge alfo, that, at my fir ft entering upon this work, a cer- 
et tain uncommon way cf thinking, and a turn in converfation pe- 
“ culiar to that agreeable gentleman, rendered his company very ad- 
ie vantageous to one, whofe imagination was to be continually eoi- 
<{ ployed upon obvious and common fubjclts, tho’ at the fame time 
%< obliged to treat of them in a new and unbeaten method. His ver- 
et fes on the Shelve- in town, and the Defcripticn cf the morning, are 
46 inances of the happinefs of that genius, whiih could raife fuch 
<( plc..fj lg ideas upen cccaficns fo barren to an ordinary inven- 
^ t»or.,*’ 
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fubjecls, however vifionary in their own natures ; 
becaufe there is a manifeft moral quite through 
them, which to produce as a dream is improbable 
and unnatural. The pain I might have had from 
this objection is prevented, by coniidering they have 
miffed another, againft which I lhould have been 
at a lofs to defend myfelf. They might have aiked 
me, whether the dreams 1 publiih can properly be 
called Lucubrations , which is the name 1 have given 
to all my papers, whether in volumes or half Iheets; 
fo manifeft a contradiction in terminis , that I won¬ 
der no fophifter ever thought of it. But the other 
is a cavil. I remember, when I was a boy at fchool, 
I have often dreamed out the whole paflages of the 
day; that I rode a journey, baited, fupped, went 
to bed, and role next morning : and I have known 
voung ladies, who could dream a whole contexture 
of adventures in one night, large enough to make 
a novel. In youth the imagination is ftrong, not 
mixed with cares, not tinged with thofe paffions 
that moft difturb and confound it; fuch as avarice, 
ambition, and many others. Now, as 6 \d men arc 
laid to grow children again, fo in this article of 
dreaming, 1 am returned to my childhood. My 
imagination is at full eafe, without care, avarice, 
or ambition, to clog it; by which, among many 
others, I have this advantage, of doubling the 
fmall remainder of my time, and living four and 
twenty hours in the day. However, the dream I 
am going now to relate is as wild as can well be 
imagined, and adapted to pleal'e thefe refiners upon 
fleep, without any moral that I can difeover. 

ic It happened, that my maid left on the table in 
“ my bed-chamber one of her itory-books, (as fhe 
“ calls them), which I took up, and found full of 
* f ftrange impertinence, fitted to her tafte and con- 
“ dition, of poor fervants who came to be ladies, 
“ and ferving men of low degree who married 

61 kings 
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<c kings daughters. Among otlier things, I met 
“ this fage obfervation, that a lion would never 
u hurt a true virgin. With this medley of 
nonfenfe in my fancy I went to bed, and 
Ci dreamed that a friend waked me in the morn- 
ci and propofed for paftime to fpend a few 
44 hours in leeing the pariih-lions, which he had 
C£ not done hnce he came to town ; and be- 
cau/e they fhewed but once a-week, he would 
not mifs. the opportunity I faid I would ho- 
nour him ; although, to fpeak the truth, I was 
“ not fond of thofe cruel fpectacles ; and if it were 
Ci not fo ancient a cuftom, founded, as I had 
<c heard, upon the wifeh: maxims, I Ihould be apt 
“ to cenfure the inhumanity of thofe who intro¬ 
duced it.” All this will be a riddle to the wak¬ 
ing reader, until I difeover the feene my imagina¬ 
tion had formed, upon the maxim that a lion will 
never hurt a true virgin. <£ I dreamed that, by a 
law of immemorial time, a he-lion was kept in 
“ evei T parifh, at the common charge, and in a 
place provided adjoining to the church-yard • 
ic that before any one of the fair fex was married, 
u ^ a ^ rme( * berfelf to be a virgin, Ihe muft 
** on her wedding-day, and in her wedding-cloaths, 

** perform the ceremony of going alone into the 
den, and hay an hour with the lion let loofe, 
c anc { kept rafting four and twenty hours on pur- 
( P°^ c * At a proper height above the den, were 
‘‘ convenient galleries for the relations and friends 
‘ € or the young couple, and open to all fpeckitors- 
‘‘ No maiden was forced to offer herfelf to the 
^ lion ; but, ir (lie refufed, it was a difgrace to 
marry her, and every one might have liberty of 
calling her a whore. And me thought it was 
( ubuai a diverfion to fee the parifh lions, as with 
us to go to a play or an opera. And it was rec¬ 
koned convenient to be near the church, either 
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44 for marrying the virgin, if flic efeaped the trial, 
c< or for burying her bones when the lion had de- 
44 voured the red, as he condantly did.’’ 

To go on therefore with the dream : 44 We cal- 
44 led tird (as I remember), to fee St. Dunftan’s 
«« lion : but we were told, they did not (hew to- 
“ day. From thence we went to that of Covent- 
“ garden, which, to my great furprize, we found 
44 as lean as a ikekton, when I expelled quite the 
44 contrary ; but the keeper laid it was no wonder 
“ at all, becaufe the poor bead had not got an 
44 ounce of woman’s fleih, fince he came into the 
Ci parith. This amazed me more than the other, 

44 and I was forming to myieif a mighty venera* 

44 tion for the ladies in that quarter of the town; 

44 when the keeper went on, and laid he wondered 
“ the pariili would be at the charge of maintaining 
44 a lion for nothing. Friend, faid I, do you call it 
44 nothing to jultify the virtue of lo many ladies ; 
44 or hath your lion lod his diftinguiihing faculty ? 
44 Can there be any thing more for the honour of 
“ your parifh, than that all the ladies married in 
44 your church were pure virgins ? lhat is true, 
44 laid lie, and the doctor knows it to his forrow; 
44 for there hath not been a couple married in our 
44 church lince hisworlhip came amongd us. The 
44 virgins hereabouts are too w T ile to venture 
44 the claws of the lion ; and, becauie no body will 
44 marry them, have all entered into a vow of vir- 
44 ginity ; fo that in proportion we have much the 
44 larged nunnery in the w hole town. This man- 
44 ner of ladies entering into a vow o 1 virginity, 
44 becaufe they were not virgins, I cafily conceived : 
44 and my dream told me, that the whole kingdom 
44 w r as full of nunneries plentifully ftocked from 
44 the lame reafon. 

44 We w r ent to fee another lion, where we found 
64 much company met in the gallery. The keeper 
44 told us, w’e lliould fport enough, as he cal- 

Vql.VII. M “ led 
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“ led it; and in a little time we Saw a young beau¬ 
tiful lady put into the den, who walked up to¬ 
wards the lion with all imaginable fecurity in her 
countenance, and looked finding upon her lover 
and friends in the gallery; which I thought no- 
“ thing extraordinary, becaufe it was never known 
“ that any lion had been miftaken. But however, 
we were all disappointed ; for the lion lifted up 
his righ paw, which was the fatal fign, and ad- 
“ vaitcing forward, Seized her by the arm, and bc- 
“ R an to tear it. The poor lady gave a terrible 
fhriek, and cried out, The lion is juft, 1 am no 
• “ virgin! Oh ! Sappho , Sappho l She could fay no 
more, for the lion gave her the coup cle grace by 
a Squeeze in the throat, and fhe expired at 
his feet. The keeper dragged away her body 
“ to feed the animal, after the company fhould be 
“ gone ; for the parifli lions never uled to eat in 
“ Public. After a little paufc, another lady came 
on towards the lion in the fame manner as the 
“ former. We obferved the beft Smell her with 
“ diligence. He Scratched both her hands with 
“ lining them to his noSe, and laying one of his 
claws on her bofom drew blood : however he let 
her go, and at the Same time turned from her 
with a Sort of contempt, at which fhe was not a 
little moi tided, and retired with Some confufion 
( to ^er friends in the gallery. Methought the 
“ whole company immediately understood the 
‘‘ meaning of this ; that the eafinefs of the lady 
^ had fuffered her to admit certain imprudent and 
“ dangerous familiarities, bordering too much up¬ 
on what is criminal; neither was it Sure, whe¬ 
ther the lover then prefent had not Some fharers 
“ with him in thofe freedoms, of which a lady can 
“ never be too Sparing. 

i his happened to be an extraordinary day : 

14 fora third lady came into the den, laughing 
loud, playing with her fan, toiling her head, and 

“ Smiling 
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“ fmiling round on the young fellows in the gal- 
“ lery. However, the lion leaped on her with 
Ci great fury, and we gave her for gone ; but, on 
“ a Hidden he let go his hold, and turned from 
“ her as if he were naufeated ; then gave her a 
“ lafh with his tail; after which Ihe returned to 
44 the gallery, not the lead out of countenance : 
44 and this, it feems,was the ulual treatment of co- 
“ quets. 

“ I thought we had feen enough ; but my friend 
Ci would needs have us go and vifit one or two lions 
“ in the city. We called at two or three dens 
“ where they happened not to fhew ; but w ? e ge- 
nerally found half a fcore young girls between 
“ eight and eleven years old, playing with each 
“ lion, fitting on his back, and putting their hands 
€c into his mouth; fome of them would now 
44 and then get a fcratch, but we always diico- 
“ vered upon examining, that they had been hoy- 
44 dening with the young appreniices. One of 
44 them was calling to a pretty girl about twelve 
44 years old, who ftood by us in the gallery, to 
“ come down to the lion ; and, upon her refufal, 
44 faid, Ah! Mifs Betty , we could never get you to 
tl come near the lion , fmcc you played at hoop and 
4,4 hide with my brother in the garret, 

44 We followed a couple with the wedding folks, 
44 going to the church of St. Mary Ax. The lady, 
41 though well ftricken in years, extremely crooked 
<x and deformed, was drefled out beyond the 
44 gaiety of fifteen, having jumbled together, as 
44 I imagined, all the tawdry remains of aunts, 
44 god-mothers, and grand mothers, for fome 
44 generations pad:. One of the neighbours whi(- 
44 pered me, that fhe was an old maid, and had 
44 the cleared: reputation of any in the parilh. 
14 There is nothing ftrangcin that, thought I, but 
was much furprized when I obferved afterwards, 
“ that flie went toward the lion w ith diftrud: and 
JM 2 14 concern c 
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“ concern. The beafl: was lying down ; but upon 
light of her limited up his nofe two or three 
times, and then giving the lign of death, pro- 
ceeded inflantly to execution. In the mi dll of 
* 6 ^ cr agonies hie was heard to name the words f- 
taly and artifices with the ittmoft horror, and le- 
veral repeated execrations; and at luff conclud- 
“ Fuel that l was to put fo much confidence in the 
“ tougbnefs of my Jhn ! 

u f he keeper immediately fet all in order again 
“ for another cuhomcr, which happened to be a 
famous prude, whom her parents, after long 
“ threatenings and much perluaiions, had, with 
the extreme!! difficulty, prevailed on to accept a 
“ young handfome. goldfmith, who might have 
pretended to live times her fortune. The fa- 
‘‘ thers and mothers in the neighbourhood ufed to 
quote her for an example to their daughters ; 
her elbows were rivetted to her lides, and her 
whole perfon fo ordered as to inform every body 
“ that was afraid they fhould touch her. She 
only dreaded to approach the lion becaufe it was 
“ a . he-one, and abhorred to think a male a- 
* nimal fhoulcl prefume to breathe on her. The 
fight of a man at twenty yards diftance made her 
chaw back her head. She always fat upon the 
hnther corner of the chair, although there were 
fix chaiis between her and her lover, and with 
“ the door wide open, and her little filter in the 
100m. She was never faluted but at the tip of 
r ^ ie c?a *5 and her father had much ado to make 
^ 1CT c ^ r,e without her gloves, when there was a 
man at table. She entered the den with fome 
“ fear, which we took to proceed from the 
heigln c)f her modefty, offended at the fight of 
“ f° man y men . ir » the gallery. The lion, behoid- 
in g her at a diftance, immediately gave the dead- 
“ y ri lS n > ar which the poor creature (inethinks I 
hci liill) mi learned in a flight before us all. 
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The lion feemed to be as much fur prized as we, 
11 and gave her time to make her confeffion ; 
“ That Jhr was five months gone by the foreman of 
“ her father's fhop ; that this was her third big-bel- 
ly : and when her friends aiked, why {he would 
ic venture the trial ? Hie laid, her nvrfe told her , 
‘ € that a lion would never hut t a woman with child 
Upon this I immediately awaked, and could not 
help wifliing, that the deputy cenfors of my late in- 
ft i tut ion were endued with the fame inftinft as 
thefe pariili lions. 



NUMBER XX. * 

- Ingenrms didicijfe fide liter artes 

Emollit mores .- Ovid. 

From Saturday, March 3. to Tuefday, March 6. 
1710. 

From my own apartments in Channel-row, March 5. 



inferior duties of life, which the French 


A call Les petites morales, or the fmaller morals, 
are with us diftinguifhed by the name of good 
manners or breeding. This I look upon, in the 
general notion of it, to be a fort of artificial good 
lenfe, adapted to the meaneil: capacities, and intro¬ 
duced to make mankind eafy in their commerce 
with each other, Low and little underhandings, 
without lome rules of this kind, would be per- 


* Th's Tatler fhould be bung up in every ’Squire’s hail in 
England. 0,r:rj, 

peril ally 
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petually wandering into a thou fa nd indecencies anti 
irregularities in behaviour; and in their ordinary 
converfation fall into the fame boifterous familia¬ 
rities, that one obferves amongft them, when a de¬ 
bauch hath quite taken away the ufe of their rea¬ 
son. In other inftances it is odd to confider, that, 
for want of common diicretion, the very end of 
good breeding is wholly perverted, and civility,in¬ 
tended to make us eafy, is employed in laying 
chains and fetters upon us, in debarring us of our 
willies, and in eroding our moft reafonable defires 
and inclinations. This abufe reigns chiefly in the 
country, as I found to my vexation, when I was 
lafl there, in a vilit I made to a neighbour about 
two miles from my coufin. As foon as I entered 
the parlour, they put me into the great chair that 
flood iclole by a huge fire, and kept me there by 
force until I was almoft ftifled. Then a boy came 
in a great hurry to pull off my boots, which. I in 
vain oppofed, urging that I muft return foon after 
dinner. In the mean time, the good lady whif- 
pered her eldeft daughter, and flipped a key into 
her hand ; the girl returned inftantly with a beer- 
glals full of aqua mirabilis and fyrup of gilly¬ 
flowers. I took as much as I had a mind for, but 
Madam vowed I fliould drink it off; for flie was 
fure it would do me good after coming out of the 
cold air ; and I ivas forced to obey,"which abfo- 
Jutely took away my ftomach. When dinner came 
in, I had a mind to fit at a diftance from the fire; 
but they told me it was as much as my life was 
worth, and let me with my back juIf againft it. Al¬ 
though my appetite was quite gone, I was refolved 
to force down as much as I could, and defired the 
leg of a pullet. " Indeed, Mr. Bickerftaff, fays the 
<c lady, von muft eat a wing to oblige meand 
fo put a couple on my plate. I was perfecuted at this 
rate during the whole meal; as often as I called 
for final] beer, the mailer tippe.d the wink, and the 
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fervant brought me a brimmer of October. Some 
time after dinner I ordered my couiin’s man, who 
came with me, to get ready the horics ; but it was 
refolved I fhould not ftir that night; and when I 
feemed pretty much bent.on going, they ordered the 
ftable-door to be locked, and the children hid my 
cloak and boots. The next queftion was, what 
would I have for lupper ? I faid, I never eat any 
thing at night; but was at laft, in my own defence, 
obliged to name the firft thing that came into my 
head. After three hours fpent chiefly in apologies 
for my entertainment, inlinuating to me, “ That 
“ this was the word time of the year for proviiions ; 
t( that they were at a great diftance from any mar- 
“ ket ? that they were afraid I lliould be ltarved ; 
“ and that they knew they kept me to my lofs.” 
The Lady went, and left me to her hufband; for 
they took fpecial care I Ihould never be alone ; as 
foon as her back was turned, the little mifles ran 
backwards and forwards every moment, and con- 
ftantly, as they came in and went out, made a 
curtefy directly at me, which, in good manners, I 
was forced to return with a bow, and your humble 
fervant , pretty Mifs . Exactly at eight the mother 
came up, and difeovered by the rednefs of her 
face, that fupperwas not far off. It was twice as 
large as the dinner, and my perfecution doubled in 
proportion. I delired, at my ufual hour, to go to 
my repofe, and was conducted to my bed-chamber 
by the gentleman, his lady, and the whole train of 
children. They importuned me to drink fome- 
thing before I went to-bed; and, upon my refilling, 
at lalfc left a bottle of ftingo, as they called it, for 
fear I fhould awake and be thirfty in the night. I 
was forced in the morning to rife and drefs mylelf 
in the dark, becaufe they would not fuffer my 
kinfiman’s fervant to dilturb me at the hour I de- 
iired to be called. 1 was now refolved to break thro’ 
all meafures to get away ; and, after, fitting down 

to 
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to a monftrous breakfaft of cold beef, mutton, 
neat tongues, venilon party, and ftale beer, took 
leave of the family. But the gentleman would 
needs fee me part of the way, and carry me a fhort 
cut through his own ground, which he told me 
would fave half a mile’s riding. This laft piece of 
civility had like to have coft me dear, being once 
or twice in danger of my neck by leaping over his 
ditches, and at laft forced to alight in the dirt, 
when my horfe, having flipped his bridle, ran a- 
way, and took us up more than an hour to recover 
him again. 

It is evident, that none of the abfurdities I met 
with in this vifit proceeded from an ill intention, 
but from a wrong judgement of complaifance, and 
a mifapplication in the rules of it. I cannot fo 
eafily excufe the more refined critics upon beha¬ 
viour, who having profefied no other ltudy, are 
yet infinitely defective in the moft material parts of 
it. Ned Fafliion has been bred all his life about 
court, and underftands to a title all the punctilios of 
a drawing-room. He vifits moft of the fine women 
near St. James’s, and upon every occafion fays the 
civileft and fofteft things to them of any man brea¬ 
thing. To Mr. Ifaac * he owes an eafy flide in his 
bow, and a graceful manner of coming into a room: 
but in fome other cafes he is very far from being a 
well-bred perfon. He laughs at men of far fuperior 
underltanding to his own for not being as well-drel¬ 
ied as himfelf; defpifeth all his acquaintance who 
are not of quality, and in public places hath on that 
account often avoided taking notice of fome among 
the be ft fpeakers of the houle of Commons. He 
raiieth ftrenuouily at both univerfities before the 
members of either; and is never heard to fwear an 
oath, or break in upon religion and morality, ex¬ 
cept in the company of divines. On the other 

* A famous dancing; matter in thofe days, 
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hand, a man of right fenfe hath all the effentials of 
good-breeding, although he may be wanting in the 
forms of it. Horatio hath fpent moft of his time 
at Oxford ; he hath a great deal of learning, an a- 
greeablc wit, and as much modefty as may ierve to 
adorn, without concealing his other good qualities. 
In that retired way of living lie feemeth to liaye 
formed a notion of human nature, as he hath found 
it deferibed in the writings of the greateft men, not 
as he is likely to meet with it in the common courfe 
of life. Hence it is, that he giveth no offence, but 
converfeth with great deference, candour, and hu¬ 
manity. His bow, I mud confefs, is fomewhat auk- 
ward ; but then he hath an extenfive, umverlal, 
and unaffefted knowledge, which may, perhaps, a 
little excul'e him. He would make no extraordina¬ 
ry figure at a ball; but I can affure the ladies in his 
behalf, and for their own confolation, that he has 
writ better verfes on the fex than any man now liv¬ 
ing, and is preparing fuch a poem for the prefs as 
will tranfmit their praifes and his own to many ge¬ 
nerations. 



NUMBER CCXXX *. 
Thurfday, September 28. 1710. 


From my own apartments , September 27. 

r I % HE following letter hath laid before me many 
great and manifest evils in the world of letters, 

which 


* The letter to the Lord high Treafurer upon the fame fubjeft with 
this Ta:lo , is primed in the fourth of thefc volumes. It is faid, that 
Vol. VII. N the 
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which I had overlooked ; but it opens to me a very 
bufy feene, and it will require no fmall care and ap¬ 
plication to amend errors, which arc become fo u- 
niverfal. The affedlation of politenefs is expofed 
in this epiftle with a great deal of wit and difeern- 
ment; fo that, whatever difeourfes I may fall in¬ 
to hereafter upon the fubje£fc the writer treats of, I 
fhall at prefent lay the matter before the world, 
without the leaft alteration from the words of my 
correfpondent. 

To Isaac Bickerstaff, Efq; 

SIR, 

“ There are fome abufes among us of great con- 
€i fequence, the reformation of which is properly 
“ your province ; although, as far as I have been 
“ conveifant in your papers, you have not yet con- 
€C fidered them. Thefe are, the deplorable igno- 

ranee that for fome years hath reigned among 
“ our Englifh writers, the great depravity of our 
“ tafte, and the continual corruption of our Rile. 
iC I fay nothing here of thofe who handle particu- 
“ lar fciences, divinity, law, phyfic, and the like ; 
“ I mean the treaders in hiftory, and politics, and 
“ the Belles Lettres, together with thofe by whom 
€t books are not tranflated, but (as the common ex- 
“ prefiions are) done out of French, Latin, or other 
(C languages, and made Engli/h. I cannot but ob- 
“ ferve to you, that, until of late years, a Grub- 
“ Rreet book wa 9 always bound in fheep-ikin, with 
<£ fuitable print and paper, the price never above a 
(< Bulling, and taken off wholly by common tradef- 


the author writ fome other Toilers . and feveral Spectators, and furni(h- 
ed hints for many more ; particularly. The Tables of fame. The life 
and adventures of a (hilling. The account of England by an Indian King, 
and fome others: but, as we are informed, he would never tell his 
heft friends the particular papers. Dub edit . 


<< 


men 

























Mo 230. THE TATLER. * 99 

<c men or country pedlars ; but now they appear 
iC in all lizes and lhapes, and in all places ; they 
“ are handed about from lapfuls in every coffee 
“ houfe to perfons of quality ; are lhown in Weft- 

minfter-liall and the Court of Requefts : you may 
<c fee them gilt, and in royal paper, of five or fix 
“ hundred pages, and rated accordingly. I would 
c< engage to furnifli you with a catalogue of Eng- 
<c lilh books, publifhed within the compafs of feven 
tc years paft, which at firft hand would coft you an 
ic hundred pounds, wherein you iliall not be able 
<c to find ten lines together of common grammar or 
“ common fenfe. 

<c Thefe two evils, ignorance and want of tafte, 
“ have produced a third, I mean the continual 
tc corruption of our Englifii tongue, which, with- 
r< out fome timely remedy, will fuffer more by the 
€c falfe refinements of twenty years pafi, than it 
“ hath been improved in the foregoing hundred. 
“ And this is what I defign chiefly to enlarge upon, 
“ leaving the former evils to your animadverfion. 

“ But inftead of giving you a lift of the late re- 
“ finements except into our language, I here fend 
“ you a copy of a letter I received fome time ago, 
“ from a moft accomplifhed perfon in this way of 
“ writing, upon which I (hall make fome remarks. 
iC It is in thefe terms. 

S I R, 

I coud'n't get the things you fent for all about 
town— I tbo't to ha * come down myfelf, and then I'd 
ha' bro't ’ um , but han't don't, and 1 believe I can't 
dot, that’s pozz -—Tom begins to g'imjelf airs, be- 

caufe he's going with the plenipo's - Tis faid the 

French King will bamboozel us agen , which caufes 
many fpeculations . The Jacks , and others of that 
kidney , are^very uppijh, and alert upm't , as you may 
fee by their phizz's . Will Hazard has got the hipps , 
having loft to the tune of five hundr’d pound, tho' 
N 2 he 
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lie undcrflands play very well ; nobody better . He 
lias premis't me upon Rep to leave off play ; but you 
know ’tis a weakness he's too apt to give into, tho r 
lie hath as much wit as any man, no body more : he 
has lain incog ever fince-- The mob's very quiet with 
us now. --- I believe you tho't I banter'd you in my 
laid: like a country put . —I Jljant leave town this 
riioiuh, See. 

“ This letter is in every point an admirable pat- 
“ tern of the prefeht polite way of writing ; nor is 
<x it of lefs authority for being an epiftle; you may 
“ gather every flower of it, with a thoufand more 
il of equal fwcetnefs, from the books, pamphlets, 
tc and Angle papers, offered ns every day in the 
xt coffeelioufes. And thefe are the beauties intro- 
“ duced to fupply the want of wit, fenfe, humour, 
(i and learning, which formerly were looked upon 
“ as qualifications for a writer. If a man of wit, 
<c who died forty years ago, were to rife from the 
“ grave on purpofe, how would he be able to read 
ti this letter? and after he had got through that 
“ difficulty, how would he be able to underhand 
<x it ? 'Ihe firft thing that ftrikes your eye, is the 
€s breaks at the end of almofl: every fentence ; of 
“ which 1 know not the ufe ; only that it is a re- 
l< reflnement, and very frequently praefifed. Then 
t( you will obferve the abbreviations and elifions, 
“ by which confonantsof molt obdurate founds are 
“ joined together, without one loftening vowel to 
“ intervene : and all this only to make one fyliable 
“ of two, directly contrary to the example of the 
“ Greeks and Romans ; altogether of the Gothic 
“ frrain, and of a natural tendency towards re- 
“ lapfing into barbarity, which delights in mono- 
“ fyllables, and uniting of mute confonants ; as it 
“ is obfervable in all the northern languages. And 
“ this is ftill more vifible in the next refinement 
“ which confiftcth in pronouncing the firft fvllable 
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“ in a word that hath many, and difmifiing the 
«< reft; fucli as pbizz , hipps^moib. pozz, rep , and many 
“ more, when we are already overloaded with mo* 
ix noiyllables, which are the difgrace of our lan- 
«< guage. Thus we cram one fyllable, and cut off 
the reft 5 as the owl fattened her mice after ihe 
“ had bit off their legs to prevent them from run- 
« ning away; and if ours be the fame reafon for 
“ maiming of words, it would certainly anfwer the 
“ end; fori am fure no other nation will defire to 
<< borrow them. Some words are hitherto but fairly 
« fplit, and therefore only in their way to perfec- 
« tion, as incog, and plenipo ; but in a lhort time* 

“ it is to be hoped, they will be further docked to 
" inc, and plen. This reflection hath made me of 
“ late years very impatient for a peace, which 1 be- 
« lieve will fave the lives of many brave words as 
«c we p as me n. The war hath introduced aburn 
m dance of polyfyllables, which will never be able 
“ to live many more campaigns.^ Speculations 0* 
tc perationSy preliminaries , ambajfadors palijadees, 
u communications , circamvaHations , battalions as 
<< numerous as they are if they attack us too fre- 
f( qucntly in our coffee-houfes, we fhall certainly 
“ put them to flight, and cut oft*the rear. 

“ The third relinement obfervable in the letter I 
“ fend you, conlifteth in die choice of certain words 
(t invented by fome pretty fellows, luch as bant ns 
“ bambooztey country-put, and kidney, as it is there 
“ applied; fome of which are now ftruggling for 
“ the vogue, and others are in polfellion of it. I 
1(1 have done my utmoft for fome years paft to 
v ftop the progrefs of mob and batrter , bait have been 
cc plainly borne down by numbers, and betrayed 
<c by thofe who promitd to aflift me. 

“ In the laft place, you are to take notice of cer- 
“ tain choice phrafes lcattered through the letter ; 
“ fome of them tolerable enough, till they were 
« worn to rags bv fervile imitators. You might 

“ eaflly 
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<c eafily find them, although they were not in a 
“ different print, and therefore I need not difturb 
li them. 

fhcfe are the falfe refinements in our ftile, 
“ which you ought to coiTeft; firft, by arguments 
and fair means; but if tliofe fail, I think you 
“ are to make ufe of your authority as cenfor, and 
“ b y an annual index expurgatorius expunge all 
“ words and phrafes that are offenfive'to °good 
fenfe, and condemn thofe barbarous mutilations 
“ of vowels and fyllables. In this laft point, the 
ufual pretence is, that they fpell as they ipeak : 
tc a noble ftandard for language ! to depend upon 
the caprice of every coxcomb, who, becaufe 
“ words are the cloathing of our thoughts, cuts 
** t ^ em out and fi^apes them as he pleafeth, and 
€ * changes them oftener than his drefs. I believe 
ad reafonable people would be content, that fuch 
refiners were more fparing of their words and 
“ liberal in tbe ir fyllables. On this head I fiiould 
“ be gkd you would beftow fome advice upon fe- 
“ veral young readers in our churches, who, com- 
“ ing up from the univeriity full fraught with ad- 
at |° n of our town-politencls, will needs correct 
* the ftile of their prayer-books. In reading the 
“ ab ^olution they are very careful to fay pardons 
a, abfolves , and in the prayer for the royal fa¬ 
mily, it muft be endue'um, enrich'um , profper'um , 
and bting'um : then in their fermons they ufe all 
‘ tbeir modern terms of art, flam, banter , mob, 

(i bubble > bully , cutting, fluffing, and palming ; all 
which, and many more of the like {lamp, as I 
have heard them often in the pulpit from fome 
“ young lbphifters, fo I have read them in fome of 
j thole fermons that have made a great noile of 
* t J? te \ ^he de % n > it feems, is to avoid the dread- 
* ul unputation of pedantry; to fhew us, that 
they know the town, underftand men and man- 

i( ners. 
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<( ners, and have not been poring upon old unfa- 
“ fliionable books in the univerfity. 

t( I fhould be glad to fee you the inftrument of 
tc introducing into our ftile, that ilmplicity which 
“ is die beft and trueft ornament of moft diings 
4f in human life, which the politer ages always 
“ aimed at in their building and drefs, (fimplex 
i% munditiis ), as well as their productions of wit, 
“ It is manifeft, that all new-affeCted modes of 
<c fpeech, whether borrowed from the court, the 
Ci town, or the theatre, are the fiiit perifliing parts 
“ in any language ; and, as I could prove by ma- 
“ nv hundred inftances, have been fo in ours. The 
“ writings of Hooker, who was a country clergy- 
<( man, and of Parfons the Jefuit, both in the 
iC reign of Queen Elifabeth, are in a ftile that, with 
“ very few allowances, would not offend any pre- 
“ fent reader; much more clear and intelligible, 
“ than thofe of Sir H. Wotton, Sir Rob. Naun- 
<( ton, Ofburn, Daniel the hiftorian, and feveral 
“ others who writ later, but being men of the 
“ court, and affeCting the phrafes then in faihion, 
“ they are often either not to be underllood, or 
<c appear perfectly ridiculous. 

“ What remedies are to be applied to thefe evils, 
€l I have not room to conlider, having, I fear, al- 
IC ready taken up moft of your paper: befides, I 
“ think, it is our office only to reprefent abufes, 
fi and yours to redrefs them. 

I am , with great refpeEt , 

SIR, 

Tours, &c.” 


A 
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A MEDITATION upon a BROOMSTICK. 


According to the ftile and manner of the Honour¬ 
able Robert Boyle’s Meditations *. 


Written in the year 1703. 


nPHIS Angle flick, which you now behold inglo- 
rioufly lying in that neglected corner, I once 
knew in a flourishing ftate in a foreft : it was full 
of lap, full of leaves, and full of boughs : but now, 
in vain does the bufy art of man pretend to vye 
with nature, by tying that withered bundle of twigs 
to its faplefs trunk : it is now at beft but the revei fe 
of what it was ; a tree turned uplide down, the 
branches on the earth, and the root in the air : it 
is now handled by every dirty wench, condemned 
to do her drudgery; and, by a capricious kind of 
fate, deftined to make other things clean, and be 
nafty itfeif. At length, worn to the flumps in the 
fervice of the maids, it is either thrown out of 
doors, or condemned to the iaft ufe of kindling a 
fire. When I beheld this, I fighed, and faid with¬ 
in myfclf, Surely mortal man is a broom¬ 
stick ! Nature fent him into the world ftrong and 
lufty, in a thriving condition, wearing his own hair 


* This paper was wrote in derifion of the ftile and manner of Mr. 
Robert Boyle. To what a height mud the fpirit of farcafm arife in 
an author, who could prevail upon hirafelf to rid cule fo good a man 
as Mr. Boyle! But the Lvord of wit, like the fcythe of time, cuts down 
friend and foe, and attacks every obje£l that accidentally lies in its 
way. However (harp and irrefiftable the edge of it may be, Mr. Boyle 
will always remain invulnerable. Orrey, 
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©n his head, the proper branches of this reafoning 
vegetable; until the axe of intemperance has lop¬ 
ped off his green boughs, and left him a withered 
trunk : he then flies to art, and puts on a perriwig; 
valuing himfelf upon an unnatural bundle of hairs, 
all covered with powder, that never grew on his 
head : but now, fhould this our broomjiick pretend 
to enter the feene, proud of thofe birchen fpoils it 
never bore, and all covered with duft, though the 
fweepings of the fineft lady's chamber; we fhould 
be apt to ridicule and delpife its vanity. Partial 
judges that we are of our own excellencies, and 
other men’s defaults! 

But a broomjiick , perhaps you will fay, is an em¬ 
blem of a tree handing on its head ; and pray what 
is man but a topfy-turvey creature? his animal fa¬ 
culties perpetually mounted on his rational; his 
head where his heels fhould be, grovelling on the 
earth. And yet, with all his faults, he fets up to 
be an univerfal reformer and corrector of abufes ; 
a remover of grievances; rakes into every flut’s 
corner of nature, bringing hidden corruptions to 
the light, and raifes a mighty duft where there was 
none before ; fharing deeply all the while in the 
very fame pollutions he pretendeth to fweep away. 
His laft days are fpent in flavery to women, and ge¬ 
nerally the leaft delerving; till worn to the flumps, 
like his brother befom, he is cither kicked out of 
doors, or made ufe of to kindle flames for others 
to warm themfelv.es by. 


Vol. VII. 
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MISCELLANIES in VERSE. 


ooccoooo^ooocoocoooooo<s>coo<>cooo 

A Criticism on thefe Miscellanies. 

T HE poetical performances of Dr. Swift ought 
to be confidered as occafional poems, framed 
cither to pleafe or vex fome particular perfons. 
We mult not fuppofc them defigned for pofterity. 
If he had cultivated his genius in that way, he muft 
certainly have excelled, efpecially in latire. We fee 
fine {ketches in feveral of his pieces : but he feems 
more dcfirous to inform and fkrengthen his mind, 
than to indulge the luxuriancy of his imagination, 
tie chufes to difcover and corredf errors in the 
works of others, rather than to iiluftrate and add 
beauties to his own. Like a fkilful artift, he is fond 
of probing wounds to their depth, and of enlarg¬ 
ing them to open view. He prefers cauftics, which 
erode proud flelh, to fofter balfamics, which give 
more immediate eafe. He aims to be feverely ufe- 
ful, rather than politely engaging: and as he was 
either not formed, or would not take pains to ex¬ 
cel in poetry, he became, in fome meafure, fupe- 
rior to it; and affumed more the air and man¬ 
ners of a critic, than of a poet. Had he lived in 
the fame age with Horace, he would have approach¬ 
ed nearer to him than any other poet: and if we 
may make an allowance for the different courfe of 
O 2 ftudy, 
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ftudy, and different form of government, to which 
each of thefe great men were Jubje<St, we may ob- 
lerve, in feveral inftances, a ftrong refemblance be¬ 
tween them. Both poets are equally diftinguifhed 
for wit and humour. Each difplays a peculiar fe¬ 
licity in diction. But, of the two, Horace is the 
more elegant and delicate : while he condemns, lie 
pleafes. Swift takes pleafure in giving pain. The 
difiimilitude of their tempers might be owing to 
the different turns in their fortune. Swift early 
formed large views of ambition, and was difap- 
pointed. Horace, from an exiled low ftate, role 
into affluence, and enjoyed the favour and friend- 
fhip of Auguftus. Each poet was the delight of 
the principal perfons of his age. Cum magnis vixifft , 
was not more applicable to Horace than to Swift. 

1 hey both were temperate, both were frugal, and 
both were of the fame Epicurean take. Horace 
had his Lydia, Swift had his V aneffa. Horace had 
his Mecienas and his Agrippa ; Swift had his Ox¬ 
ford and his Bolingbroke. Horace had his Virgil, 
Swift had his Pope. 

Swift, who had the niceft ear, is remarkably 
chake and delicate in his rhymes. A bad rhyme 
appeared to him one of the capital fins in poetry; 
and yet it is a fin into which fome of our greatclt 
poets have fallen ; Dryden frequently, Pope fome- 
times. The former was imbarrafled with a wife 
and family; and was often under fuch neceffltous 
circumftances, as to be obliged to publifh, or to 
want fublikence. The latter was in a lei's confin ? 

and in a much more eafy iituation. Pie was 
naturally judicious, and uncommonly attentive to 
maintain the dignity of his character. Akhongh 
his body was weak, his mind was equal to the weight 
of his laurel crown ; and lie wore it not only with 
eafe but majekv. Take him as a poet, we Jiull not 
fee bis like again. 
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The Dean kept company with many of the fair 
Tex; but they were rather his amufement than his 
admiration. He trifled away many hours in their 
converfation, he filled many pages in their praife, 
and, by the powder of his head, he gained the cha¬ 
racter of a lover, without the leaft aillitance from 
his heart. To this particular kind of pride, lup- 
ported by the bent of his genius, and joined by the 
exceflive coldnels of his nature, Vancfla owed the 
ruin of her reputation; and from the fame cauies 
Stella remained an unacknowledged wife. If we 
confider Swift’s behaviour, fo far only as it relates 
to women, we ihall find, that he looked upon them, 
rather as bulls, than as whole figures. In his pa¬ 
negyrical delcriptions, he has ieldom dclcended 
lower than the centre of their hearts; or if ever 
he has deiigned a complete ilatute, it has been ge¬ 
nerally caft in a dirty, or in a difagreeable mould; 
as if ftatuary had not conceived, or had not expe¬ 
rienced, that juilnefs of proportion, that delicacy 
of limb, and thofe plealing and graceful attitudes 
which have conilituted the fex to be the moft beau¬ 
tiful part of the creation, If you review his feve- 
ral poems to Stella, ycu will find them fuller of 
affection than delire, and more expreflive of iriend- 
ihip than of love. For example, 

<c Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, 
i£ When firft for thee my harp I lining; 

Without one word of Cupid’s darts, 

“ Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts : 
lL With friendihip and elfeem polTelt, 

“ I ne’er admitted love a guelf.” Vol. vii. 

MoiT of the poems which arc abfolutcly addrefl- 
ed to Stella, or which deferibe her in a variety of 
attitudes, turn upon her age : a kind ot excuie 
perhaps for Swift’s want of love. 


It 




tio A CRITICISM ON 

It is impoffible for me to pafs a very minute com¬ 
ment upon the various poems wrote by Swift. 
They are not only mingled improperly, in point of 
dates and fubjedts, but many, very many of them, 
are temporary, trifling, and I had almoil faid pue¬ 
rile. Several of them are perfonal, and confe- 
quently fcarce amufing; or at leaft they leave a 
very fmall impreffion upon our minds. Such in¬ 
deed as are likely to draw your attention, are ex- 
quilite, and fo peculiarly his own, that whoever 
has dared to imitate him in thefe, or in any of his 
works, has conftantly failed in the attempt. Upon 
a general view of his poetry, we fhali find him, as 
in his other performances, an uncommon, filrprif- 
ing, heteroclite genius ; luxurious in his fancy, 
lively in his ideas, humourous in his deferiptions, 
and bitter, exceeding bitter, in his fatire. The 
reftlefineis of his imagination, and the difappoint- 
ment of his ambition, have both contributed to 
hinder him from undertaking any poetical work 
of length or importance. His wit was lufficient to 
every labour: no flight could have wearied the 
flrcngth of his pinions : perhaps, if the extenfive 
views of his nature had been fully fatisfied, his airy 
motions had been more regular, and lefs fudden. 
But he now appears like an eagie, that is fometimes 
chained ; and at that particular time, for want of 
nobler and more proper food, diverts his confine¬ 
ment, and appeafes his hunger, by deftroying the 
gnats, butterflies, and other wretched infecls that 
unluckily happen to buz or flutter within his 
reach. 

While I have been reading over his poems, I have 
confidered him as an Egyptian hieroglyphic; which 
though it had an unnatural, and frequently an in¬ 
decent appearance, yet it always contained fome 
lecret marks of wiidom, and fometimes of deep 
morality. The fubjefts of his poems are often 

naufeous, 
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naufeous, and the performances beautifully dif* 
agreeable. 

The lady's drejfing-room , [vol. viii..] has been 
univerfally condemned as deficient in point of 
delicacy, even to the higheft degree. The bell: a- 
pology that can be made in its favour, is to fup- 
pofe, that the author exhibited his Celia in the moll 
hideous colours he could find, left fhe might be 
miftaken as a goddefs, when fhe was only a mor¬ 
tal. External beauty is very alluring to youth and 
inexperience ; and Swift, by pulling oft* the bor¬ 
rowed plumes of his harpy, difeovers at once a 
frightful bird of prey, and by making her offenfive. 
renders her lefs dangerous and inviting. Such, I 
hope was his defign. But let his views and motives 
have been ever lb beneficial, his general want of 
delicacy and decorum muft not hope even to find 
the fhadow of an excufe; for it is impoftible not to 
own, that he too frequently forgets that politenefs 
and tendernefs of manners, which are undoubtedly 
due to humankind. From his early and repeated 
difappointments, he became a mifanthrope. If his 
mind had been more equal and content, I am wil¬ 
ling to believe, that he would have viewed the 
works of nature with a more benign afpeft. And 
perhaps, under a lefs conftant rotation of anxiety, 
he might have preferved his fenfes to the laft fcenc 
of life, and might have enjoyed that calm exit from 
the ftage, for which his friend Horace fo earneftly 
fupplicates Apollo. 

cc Frui paratis et valido mihi, 

“ Latoe, dones, et precor, integra 
cx Cum mente ; nec turpem fene<ftam 
“ Degere, nec cithara carentem.” 

His pride was fo great as fcarce to admit any bo* 
dy to the leaft ftiare of his friendfhip, except fuch 
who could amufe him, or fuch who could do him 

honour. 
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honour. To thcfe two diflent claffes, we owe ma¬ 
ny of his poems. His companions and humble 
followers find themfelves immortalized by the in- 
fertion of their names in addrefles to Stella, or in 
other mifcellaneous pieces, written in an eafy, al¬ 
though not in a carelcfs manner. His more exalted 
friends, whole Rations and characters did him ho¬ 
nour, are treated in a different Ryle ; and you will 
perceive a real dignity, and a moR delicate kind of 
wit, in all his poems to Lord Oxford, Lord Peter¬ 
borough, Lord Cartaret (now Earl of Granville). 
Mr. Pulteney (now Earl of Bath); and I thinklf 
may particularly add, in a poem to the Countefs o 
Winchelfea (under the name of Jrdclia ), and an¬ 
other to Mrs. Biddy Floyd. Thefe names abetted 
him in his purfuit of fame. They reflected back 
the glory which he gave. But Rill I cannot recol- 
leCt one poem, nay fcarce a couplet, to his noble 
patron Lord Bolingbroke. In that inRance he has 
been as flient, as Virgil has been to Horace ; and 
yet he certainly had not a grain of envy in his com* 
pofition. 

I think I can difeern a third kind of Ryle in his 
poems addreiTed to Mr. Pope, Mr. Gay, Dr. De- 
lany, and Dr. Young. When he writes to them, 
there is a mixture of eafe, dignity, familiarity, and 
affedion. They were his intimate friends, whom 
he loved fincercly, and whom he wiflied to accom¬ 
pany into the poetical regions of eternity. 

As to the poem called Death and Daphne , 
[vol. 7.] ; I recoiled an odd accident relating to 
that nymph. Swift, foon after our acquaintance, 
introduced me to her, as to one of his female 
favourites. I had fcarce been half an hour in 
her company, before fhe alked me if I had feen 
the Dean’s poem upon Death and Daphne ? As I 
told her I had not, fhe immediately unlocked a ca¬ 
binet, and bringing out the manufeript, read it me 
with a feeming fatisfadion, of which at that time I 

doubted 
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doubted the fincerity. While (lie was reading, the 
Dean was perpetually correcting her for bad pronun¬ 
ciation, and for placing a wrong emphalis upon 
particular words. As foon as the had gone thro’ 
the composition, fhe allured me fmilingtv, that the 
portrait of Daphne was drawn for herfelf. I beg¬ 
ged to be excufed from believing it, and protefted 
that I could not fee one feature that had the leail 
refemblance. But the Dean immediately burft into 
a fit of laughter : “ You fancy,” fays he, u thatyou 
11 are very polite; but you are much miftaken. That 
“ lady had rather be a Daphne drawn by me, than 
‘ 5 a Sacharifla by any other pencil.” She confirm¬ 
ed what he faid with great carneftnefs; fo that I 
had no other method of retrieving my error, than 
by whifpering in her car as I was conducting her 
down ftairs to dinner, that indeed I found 

cc Her hand as dry and cold as lead.” 

You fee the command which Swift had all over his 
females ; and you would have fmiled to have found 
his houfe a conftant feraglio of very virtuous wo¬ 
men, who attended him from morning till night, 
with an obedience, an awe, and an afiiduity, that are 
feldom paid to the richeft, or the moft powerful 
lovers; no, not even to the Grand Signior him- 
felf. 

To thefe ladies Swift owed the puHication of ma¬ 
ny pieces, which ought never to have been deliver¬ 
ed to the prefs. He communicated every compofi- 
tion as foon as finilhed, to his female fenate i who 
not only palled their judgement on the performance, 
buc conllantly alked, and almofi: as conftantly ob¬ 
tained a copy of it. You cannot be furprifed, that 
it was immediately afterwards feen in print; and, 
when printed, became a part of his works. He li¬ 
ved much at home, and was continually writing, 
when alone. Not any of his fenators prefumcJ to 
Vol. VII. P ^approach 
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approach him, when he fignified his pleafure to re¬ 
main in- private, and without interruption. His 
night-gown and flippers were not eafier put on or 
off, than his attendants. No prince ever met with 
more flattery to his own perfon, or more devotion 
to his own mandates. This defpotic power not on¬ 
ly blinded him, but gave a loofe to paffions that 
ought to have been kept under a proper reftraint. 
T am forty to fay, that whole nations are fometimes 
fieri heed to his refentment: for reflexions of that 
fort appear to me the leaft juftifiablc of any kind of 
fitire. You will read his accrrima with indignation, 
and his minutia with regret. Yet I mull: add, that 
fince he has defeended fo low as to write, and flill 
fo much lower as to print riddles, he is excellent e- 
ven in that kind of verification. The lines are 
fmoother, the expreflions are neater, and the 
thought isclofer purfued, than in any other riddle- 
writer whatever. But Swift compofing riddles, is 
Titian’s painting draught-boards; which muft have 
been inexcusable, while there remained a fignpoft- 
painter in the world. 

As to the two Latin poems, “ An epiftle to Dr. 
cc Serid'an” fvol. 7.], and Ci A defeription of the 
“ rocks at Carbery in Ireland” [vol. 7.], the 
Dean was extremely folicitous, that they fhould be 
printed among his works ; and what is no lefs true 
than amazing, he aflumed to himfelf more vanity 
upon thefe two Latin poems, than upon many of 
liis belt Englifh performances. It is laid, that Mil- 
ton, in his own judgement, preferred the Paradife 
Regained to the Paradife loft. There poflibly 
might be found fome excufe for fuel! a preference ; 
but in Swift’s cafe there can be none. He under* 
Rood the Latin language perfeXly well, and he read 
it conftantly : but he was no Latin poet. And if 
the Curler ue rupes> and the Epijlola adThcviam She¬ 
ridan , had been the produce of any other author, 

they 
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they irnlft have undergone a fevere cenfure from 
Dr. Swift. 

The two poems, intitled, (i The life and genuine 
“ character of Dr. Swift,” and, “ Verfes on the 
u death of Dr. Swift,” &c. are poems of great 
wit and humour. The firft was artfully pu- 
blilhed by Dr. Swift in a manner fo different from 
tliofe rules of poetry to which he confined liimfelf, 
that he hoped die public might miftake it for a fpu- 
rious or uncorreft copy, ftolen by memory from 
his original poem. He took great pleafure in this 
fuppoiition ; and I believe it anlwered his expecta¬ 
tion. One of his ItriCteft rules in poetry was to a- 
void triplets. What can have given rife to fo nice 
a peculiarity, is difficult to determine. It might be 
owing only to a lingular turn of thinking. But the 
reafon which he publicly alfigned, feemed not lb 
much againft the practice itfelf, as againfl the poets 
who indulged themfelves in that manner of writing. 
** A cuftom” (according to the Dean’s opinion} 
“ introduced by lazinefs, continued by ignorance, 
€€ and eftabliflied by falfe tafte.” With deference 
to fo great a critic, ’tis a cuftom that has frequent¬ 
ly been purfued with remarkable lficcefs. Mr. 
Dryden abounds in triplets ; and in fome of his moft 
elegant poems, the third concluding verfe forms 
the fined: climax in the whole piece. Mr. Waller, 
the father of all flowing poetry, has generally re¬ 
ferred the niceft point of wit to his triplicate line. 
And, upon an impartial inquiry, it is almoft to be 
queftioned, whether, in many inftanccs, this des¬ 
picable triplet may not add a greater beauty to a po¬ 
etical compolition, than any other circumftance. To 
be confined, on any terms, by the links of rhyme, 
is of great difadvantage to our Englilh poetry The 
fined: poem that we can boalt, and which we cqu? % - 
lize, and perhaps wouid willingly prefer to the I- 
liad, is void of thefe fetters. But when it is our 
P 2 ckftioy 
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deiliny tc> wear chains, furely we may be allowed 
to make them as light and ealy as we can. 

<c ^ h ?/f, cond poem, “ Verfcs on the death of Dr. 

Swift [vol. 7.]^ is a moll: pointed piece of far- 
. in * Not any of the Dean’s poems liave more 
wit ; nor are any of them more ievere. Jn it he has 
lummoned together his whole powers of fatire and 
poetiy It is a parting blow ; the legacy of anger 
and difappointment. But as the two laft lines are 
grammatically incorrect, and as they were not in- 
ierted in the hr if edition publiihed at London, I 
cannot; tell how they have crept into a poem, that 
is other wile as exactly poiifhed as anv of Swift’s ni* 
celt compofitions. Orrery. 


The merits of Dr. Swift in the rharadter of a 
poet are confiderably great. His deferiprions, 
wherein there conftantly appear the diftinguifhing 
marks of his own peculiar talents, are extremely 
J uft and lively : many of his groups are not to be 
excelled by any painter’s imagination : his rhymes 
and his numbers are chafte and delicate ; and in 
places, when, rather by accident than choice, he 
riles from the earth, and foars into the regions of 
poetry, he is equal to the fineft matters among the 
Greeks and Romans, his ideas are lofty, and his verii- 
hcation mufically fonorous. And yet' after all, he is 
not to be confidered in the light of a profefled poet; 
the multitude of his writings on various fubjefts! 
both in verle and profe, being an evident demon- 
ltration, that he was fuperior to any particular courfe 
o eat ning. Tie was born to be the encourager of 
virtue, and the terror of the wicked. He never fat 
mufing in his elbow-chair upon new fubje&s, for 
the cxercile or his genius, and the advancement of 
his fame ; but writ pccafionaliy to pleafe and to re- 
torni the world, as either politics or humour gave the 
fpur to his faculties. There are but few of his poems 
that feem to have been the labour of more than one 
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day, how greatly foever they might have been cor¬ 
rected and polifhed afterwards to his own liking 
before he tranferibed them fair. 

There indisputably runs a vein of fatire through¬ 
out all his writings : but, as he declares that no 
age could have more deferred it, than that particu¬ 
lar age wherein he was deftined to live: he is in- 
titled to all the praife we can bellow upon him, for 
exerting his whole abilities in the defence of ho¬ 
nour, virtue, and his country. In his general la- 
tire, where perhaps thoufands were equally meant, 
he hath never once through malice inferted the 
name of any one perfon; the vice neverthelefs he 
expofeth to contempt and ridicule. Butin particu¬ 
lar fatire, when egregious monfters, traitors ro the 
weal public, and (laves to party, are the obje&s of 
his refentment, he lafhes without mercy ; well 
knowing, that infamy, which is perhaps a tade of 
hell, is the only punilhment which in this world 
can be inflicted upon fuch rebels to fociety, as, ei¬ 
ther by craft or corruption, bid defiance to the 
laws. 

One of the mod difiinguifliing charafleridics of 
Dr. Swift was a bright and clear genius; fo ex¬ 
tremely piercing, that every the moll lh iking cir- 
cumftance, arifing from any fubjeft whatever, 
quickly occurred to his imagination ; and thefe he 
frequently fo accumulated one upon another, that 
perhaps, beyond all other poets, of all ages and 
countries, he deferves in this particular to be the 
moil: univerfally admired. And this choice of cir- 
cumftanccs, if any ftrefs can be laid on the opinion 
of Longinus, that great dii eftor ot our tafte and 
judgement, renders a compofition truly noble and 
fublime. The mod remarkable pieces of this fort, 
are, “ The furniture of a woman's mind ; Betty the 
“ Crizette; The journal of a modern lady; His 
“ poem on reading Dr. Young’s fatires ; Mordan- 
“ ro; The defeription of a city-fliower ; The de- 

“ feription 
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icription oF Quilca ; The defcription of the 
“ morning; and, The place of the damned.” This 
power of the mind gave him alfo that defperate 
hand, as Pope terms it, in taking off all forts of 
characters. Po omit thofe of a political nature, fee 
<< rp^ e P ro g re *' s °f poetry ; The fecond part of 
" A ™ uIu . s J The progrefs of love ; The character 
. Corinna ; and. The beautiful young nymph 
‘‘ juft going to bed ; where you will find, that his 
imagination could even dream in the character of 
an-old battered ftrumpet. And, from the fame in- 
cxhaitible fund of wit, he acquired the hiftoric arts 
oth o. dcfigning and colouring, either in groups, 
or in Angle portraits. How exact, how lively, and 
Ipinted, is that groupe of figures in “ The journal 
of a modern lady ?” [[Here the paffage is infect¬ 
ed, beginning thus : 

“ But let me nowa while furvey,” &c. 1. 116. 
and ending, 


‘ Flew hov’ring o’er each female head.” I. 135. 

And for a Angle portrait, if we confider the de- 
lign, the attitude, the drapery, or the colouring, 
what is it that can excel the reprefentation of Caffi- 
nus in - The tragical elegy l” [Here the paffage is 
mlerted, beginning thus : 

'• He Teem’d as juft crept out of bed,” &c. 1. 11. 
and ending thus, 


“ ° a embers place’d, to drink it hot. I. 28. 


Throughout all his poetical writings, although 
many of them be dedicated immediately to the fait 
iex, there cannot be found, to the belt of my re¬ 
collection, one lingle diftich, addreffed in the'cha¬ 
racter of a lover to any one perfon. If he writ any 
poems of that fort in his younger days, they muft have 

been 
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been deflroyed, if they be not concealed. Thole 
verfes upon women, which are deemed the molt fa- 
tirical, were written principally with a view to cor¬ 
rect their foibles, to improve their tafte, and to 
make them as agreeable companions at threefcore* 
as at the age of live and twenty. By what I can 
hear the moft exceptionable of his poems in that 
way have produced tome very extraordinary efre&s 
in the polite world. This was in truth the ultimate 
deiign of his writing “ The lady's drefiing room,” 
and other pieces, which are acknowledged to be 
fomewhat liable to cenfure on account of their inde¬ 
licacy. 

Among the admirers of Dr. Swift, many have 
compared him to Horace, making proper allow¬ 
ances for the refpective ages in which they feveral- 
ly flourilhed. The refemblance however between 
them is not lb exceedingly ftrong, as that a iimili- 
tude and manner of writing could have excited the 
lead degree of emulation between them, further 
than to be equally renowned for their peculiar ex¬ 
cellencies. Each of them had, independent of 
what is generally called a fine tafte, a thorough 
knowledge of the world, fuperadded to an abun¬ 
dance of learning. Both the one and the other of 
tliefe great men held the numerous tribe of poets, 
as well as that motley generation of men called cri- 
tics , in the utmoft contempt; and at the fame time, 
have manifelted themfelves to be incomparable 
judges of all that is truly excellent, whether in 
books or men. Neither of them had the leaft re¬ 
gard for the Stoics : and whatever may be faid of 
their being of the Epicurean taite, which, ifright- 
tly nnderftood, is far from being inconfifttnt with 
the iiigheit virtue : neither of them was attached 
to any particular fyitem of pliilofophy. Homer w r as 
the darling author both of Horace and Swift. Ho¬ 
race declares, in his epiftle to Lollius, that Homer 
had abundantly more good fenle and wiidom than 
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all the philofophers ; and Swift’s opinion was, that 
Homer had more genius than all the reft of the 
world put together. Yet neither the one nor the 
other of them have attempted to imitate his man-* 
ner ; but, like heroes of a bold and true fpirit, have 
induftrioufly followed the bent of nature, and ftruck 
out originals of their own, But however ftrong 
may be. fuppofed the refemblance between Horace 
and Swift, they were in fadf, upon the whole., quite 
different men. Their tempers, their complexions^ 
and their fortunes, were totally unlike. Each of 
them had in many refpecls greatly the advantage of 
the other. 

Poetry was in Homer the buftnefs of his life ; e- 
very delire, every comfort, and every paftlon of 
his mind, was centered in the Mufes : he followed 
the example of the Greek poets, prater laudem mil* 
lius avarus. Poetry in Swift was only an appen¬ 
dage to his character : he wore it as an emblem of 
wit and fpirit, which gave him an air of grandeur 
in the republic of letters. Horace, by diverting his 
thoughts from all fublunary affairs, and perpetually 
ranging about from flower to flower, a - ong the gar- 
densandgroves, and wilderneffes of the Greeks, with 
infinite labour extracted, like an induftrious bee, the 
quinteflence of their fweets ; and by frequently ex¬ 
perimenting all the changes of harmony, is deferved- 
ly the joy and admiration of the poetical world, for 
the mulic of his lines, and the variety of his num¬ 
bers. ^ His addrefles to the Emperor, to Agrippa, 
to Pollio, and his panegyric on Drufus, are prodi- 
gioufly fublime; but his hymns to the Mufes, to 
Mercury, to Pan, to Apollo and Diana, to Venus, 
to his lyre, and to Bacchus, are abfolutely raptures 
of poetry, even the divine fpirit of that amabilis in- 
folia> “ chat delightful madnefs,” which is only to 
be felt, impoflible to be deferibed. His verfes ne- 
verthelefs are but few in number ; the whole of his 
works, at a random computation, amounting only 
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to about 7000 lines ; whereof not above one half 
are of that fpecies of poetry on which he clefired to 
fix all his preteniions to fame. And it was upon 
thefe only he bellowed the greater part of his life. 
Swift, on the contrary, from the age of one and 
twenty, was deeply immerfed in politics during his 
whole life; lometimes fighting the battles of church 
and flate againfla virulent, oppofing fadlion, which 
threatened to undermine the constitution ; Some¬ 
times refilling the torrent of ecclefiaflical, and fre¬ 
quently the torrent of minifterial power, whenever 
the rights of the clergy, or the liberties of his 
country, were occafionally invaded; and generally 
fighting with bealls of one fpecies or other, like a 
fierce and bold champion, refolutely bent on either 
death or vidlory : yet flill he could find opportuni¬ 
ties, by Snatching hours of leifure, to write poetry 
for his amufement. Fie had read many of the 
Greek and Latin poets ; relifhed and admired what 
was agreeable to his own tafte; but never devoted 
either his thoughts or his time to Apollo and the 
Mufes. Throughout his whole works there is no 
fuch thing as an ode to Calliope, to Mercury, to 
Venus, to Apollo and Diana, to his lyre, to Bac¬ 
chus, or to Pan ; nothing which was ever intended 
as a rapture of poetry. Is it not then Somewhat very 
amazing, if we conlider him in this fair and true 
light, that he fliould produce, by the mere force 
of tafte and abilities, without any laboured correc¬ 
tion at all, fuch wonders in the poetic Strain, as to 
make any of the moft partial of his admirers, not 
only prefer him to all the poets of thefe later cen¬ 
turies, but compare him to that immortal genius of 
the Auguftan age, whole whole delight, Speculation, 
and amufement, whether in bed or in the iields, was 
in meditating, writing, polilliing, or correcting his 
verfes ? Swift . 
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MISCELLANIES in VERSE t- 



N. B. Whatever verfes are marked with an afte- 
riilc * prefixed, are not Dr. Swift’s. 


CADENUS and VANESSA. 


Written anno 1713. 


T HE Jbepherds and the nymphs were feen 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 
The counfel for the fair began, 
Accufing the falfe creature, man . 


The 


f The following poems chiefly cor.fift either of humour or fatire, 
and very often of both together. What merit they may have, we 
confefs ourlelves to be no judges of in the leaft; bur, out of due re¬ 
gard to a writer, from whofe works we hope to receive fome benefit, 
we cannot conceal what we have heard from feveral perfons of great 
judgement, that the author never was known, either in verfe or 
profe, to borrow any thought, fimile, epithet, or particular manner 
of ftile; but whatever he writ, whether good, bad, or indifferent, 

is an original in itfclf.-Although wc are very lerfible, that in 

j'ome of the following poems, the ladies may refent certain fatirical 
touches againft the mifhken conduct in fome of the fair fex ; and 
that lome warm perfons on the prevailing fide may cenfurc this au¬ 
thor, for not thinking in public matters exadiy like themfclves ; yet 
we have been allured, by feveral judicious and learned gentlemen. 


Q^- 


tbat 
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'The brief with weighty crimes was charge’d, 5 
On which the pleader much enlarged ; 

1 hat Cupid now has loft his art, 

Or blunts the point of ev’ry dart;- 

His 


that what the author hath here writ, on either of thofe two fubjeCb, 
hath no other aim than to reform the errors of both fetes. If the 
public be r ght in its conjectures of the author, nothing is better 
known in London, than that while he had credit at the court of 
Anne, he employed fo much of it in favour of Whigs in both 
kingdoms, that the miniftry ufed to rally him as the advocate of 
that party $ for fevctal of whom he* got employments, and preferved 
ethers from lofing what thev had : of which fome inftances remain 
even in this kingdom. ILfides, he then writ 3nd declared againft 
tire preti nder with equal zeal, though not with equal fury> as any of 
our modern Whigs ; of which party he always profefled himfelf to 
, ? 3 ^politics, as the reader will find in many parts of his works, 
Vub. edit. 1735. 

This poem is founded upon an offer of marriage, made by a young 
Ldy to her preceptor. Whether fuch an incident really happened, 
or w at gave the poet occafion to fuppofe it, need not here be inquir¬ 
ed. His princi, al defign is to expofe the faults and follies in both 
lexes, by which love is degraded, and marriage rendered fubfement 
to fordid purpefes. 


This poem, one of the greateft hngth, and, I believe, the long- 
eft ever compofed by the De;m, is of a very extraordinary nature, and 
upon a very extraordina.y lubjeCL As a ; oem, it is excellent in its 
kind, perfectly correCt, and admirably conducted. 

Vanity mak^s terrible devaltafion in a female bieafl. It bitters 
down all reftraints of modefty, and carries away every feed of virtue. 
Vanefia was exceflively vain. The character given of her by Cade- 
nus is fine painting, but in general fictitious. She was fond of drefs • 
impatient to be admired j \ery rcmantic in her turn « f mind ; fupe- 
nor, in her own opinion, to all her fex ; full of pertnefs, gaiety, 
qnd pride ; n- t without f me agreeable accompli foments, but far from 
being either beautiful or genteel j ambitious, at any rate, to bee- 
tcemei a wit ; and, with that view, always affcCting to keep com¬ 
pany With wits j a great reader, and a violent admirer of poetry: 
nappy in the thoughts of being reputed Swift’s concubine ; but Hill 
aiming and intending to be his wife; by nature haughty and difoain- 
ful, looking wuh the pity of contempt upon her infeiiors, and with 
t le.lmiles ot felf. approbation upon her equals; but upon Dr. Swift 
with the eyes of love. Her love was founded in var ity, or, to ufe 
a more fafoionable phrafe, in taftc, His own lines are the beft proof 
of my allertion, [Here the particular p-ILge is infeited, beginning 


“ Cadenus 
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His altar now no longer (mokes, 

His mother’s aid no youth invokes : .10 

- This tempts freethinkers to refine. 

And bring in doubt their powers divine; 

Now 

* € Cadenus many th r njs had writ, /. 510. 
and ending thus, 

“ Ncr farther looks, but thinks him young, /. 531.] 

The poem itfelf is d.itcd in the year 17*3-, when Swift was in his 
meridian altitude 5 favoured by the couru is ; flattered, feared, and 
admired, by the g rc 3 teft men in the nation. 

By the verfes which I have already recited, it may be prefumsd, 
that the lady was fit ft fmitten with the fama and character of Cadc- 
nus, and afterwards with his werfon. Il^r f.rft thoughts purfu.d a 
phantom 5 her latter pnflion cefi ed a fubflance. The manner in 
which rhe difeovered her inch ations, is poetically deferibed in thefe 
lines. [The p-flage here inferteJ, begins thus, 

“ She own'd the wandring of her thoughts, /. 602. 
and ends thus, 

« Aim’d at the head, but reach'd the heart, /. 623 .1 

Suppofing this account to be true, and I own I can fcarce think it 
otherwise, it is evident, that the fair Vanefl'a had made a furprili.ig 
progrefs in the philofopbic d< brines which ihe had received fiom her 
prcceptcr. Hts ru’es were certainly of a molft extraof-inory kind. 
He taught h'r, that vice, as loon as it < efied fname, was immedi¬ 
ately changed into vir uc j that vulgar iorm-> were not binding upon 
certain choice fpirits, to whom either the writings cr the perlons or 
men of wit we e acceptable. She heard the LtVon with attention, 
and imbibed the philolopby with eagernefs. _ The maxims iui cd her 
exalted turn of mind. She imagined, that if the th ory arp ated fo 
charming, the practice muft be much more delightful. Ihe cloic 
connection of foul and body termed to require, in the eye oi a female 
philofophcr, that each (hculd fuccccd the other in all pic. fuiable en¬ 
joyments. The former had b.cn lufiici r.tly regaled j why mult the 
latter rem iin unfathfied ? ** Nature,’' faii Vanilfa, l< abhors a t <f- 
i( cuurv , and Nature (Ught always to be « beyed.” She comraur.l.at* 
ed thefc ftni:m.n - s *o her Tutor ; but he teemed not to comprehend 
her meaning, nor t«» cone- ivc the di/tir.ffio tetrris that had taken 
rife in h:S own fchool. H" ar.f.*.e cd her in the non tjfsr.tial modes. 
He talked of fii ndfbir, of the eclights o. reafan, of gratitude, re- 
fpeeb anu efteem. He Jmott preached upon virtue, and he muttered 
feme indiftinCt phrafes concerning chaftity. 
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Now love is dwindled to intrigue, 

And marriage grown a money-league. 

Which crimes aforefaid (with her leave) 15 

Were (as we humbly did conceive) 

Again ft 


So unaccountable a conduct in Cadfcnus may be thought rather to 
proceed horn defects in n ture, than from thi fcrupukuS difficulties 
of a tender confidence. Such a fuppofition will ff;Jl appear mor* 
Itrong, if we recoiled* the diftant manner in which Swift cohabited 
with Stella, Colder, if poflible, after, than Ic.ore fhe was his wife : 
and I now recoiled fome of his own lines, that feem to confirm the 
lurmife, as they contain an infinuation againft Vane a, nor, per- 
f ° ^ ,ch ,nten . Gel ro w <>and her reputation, as to fave his own*. 
[ 1 he paluge here inferted, begins thus, 

“ But what fuccefs Vanefia met, /. 8 j 8. 

and ends thus. 


“ Nor /hall the confcious mufe unfold, /. $27.] 

Tt is impoffible to read this cruel hint without great indigftatton 
againft the confcious mufe, especially as it is the finilhing ftroke of 
a picture, which was already drawn in too loofe a garment, and too 
unguarded a poflure. In this instance, I am afraid, the Dean mult 
remain inexcufable. 

Vanefla, in fome time after the death of her filler, retired to Sel- 
oriagc. Spleen and difappointment were the companions of her foli- 
tude. The narrownefs of her income, the eoldnefs of her lover, the 
jols of her reputation, all contributed to make her miferable, and to 
increafe the frenzical difpofition of her mind. Tn this melancholy 
fituation fhe remained feveral years ; during which time CaJenus vi- 
Ijted her frequently. Their particular convention, as it pafTed 
without witneffes, mud for ever remain unknown : but, in general, 
it is certain, that fhe often prefu-d im to marry her. Us aulwers 
^ere rather turns of wit than pofitive denials j till at laft, being un- 

2!V ? m Una,B ri 1 V' eisht .°^ mifcry anvlon S er > fhe writ a very terr- 
dcr epiftle to Candenus, infilling peremptorily upon as fericus an an- 

Jwer, and an immediate acceptance, or abfolute refufal of her as his 
vk fc- HlS if Cpl ? W3S dclivercd by his own hand. He biought it 
with him when he made his final vifit at Selbridge, and throwing 
cown the letter upon her table, with great pafiion hallened back to 

iiidignadon CarryinS ^ ^ ° Wn coua!enance lhe *>©Wn of anger and 

c^UC SWlh c h r d 3 natUraI fever ’ ty ° f face > which evcn hIs fmiles 
could fcarce foften, or his utmofl gaiety render placid and ferene : 

f * H ? erl ! nt f s ot v r lfj ? e vvas increafcd by rage, it is fcarce 

In i nuV°*! maS v e °^ k l° r f 5 arures lhat c3r ' ic d in them more terror 
nd aufteritv. Vaneffa had feen him in all tempers, and from his 

outward 
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Againft our fov’reign lady’s peace, 

Again ft the ftatute in that cafe, 

Againft her dignity and crown: 

Then pray’d an anfwer, and fat down. 20 


outward appearance fhe gucflTcJ at the inward contents of his letter. 
She read it with as mu h relolution as tne prefent cruelty of her tate, 
and the raging pride of her heart would permit. Sh_- tound herlelt 
entirely difearced from his fiiendlhip and converfaiion. Her otters 
were treated with ii.folence and difdain. She met with reproaches 
inftead of love, and with tyranny inftead of afte&ioti. She had long 
thrown awav che gentle lenitives of virtue ; which, upon this o.ca- 
hon, might have proved hcal.ng i> gredunts to lo deep and fo danger¬ 
ous a wound. She had preferred wit to religion, the had utter y de¬ 
stroyed her character and her conicience j and the was now iallcn a 
prey to the horror of her own thoughts. 


Turn •vero tnfellx fatis exferrita Dido 
Mortem or at : toe jet t «r<i (onve xa tuen . 


She did not furvive many days the letter delivered to her by Cade¬ 
ts.-Thus periled at Abridge, undtr all the agonies or deipair, 

Mrs. Ellbcr Vanhomrigh ; a miierablc example of an iH-ipcnt Jile, 
fantaftic wit, vifiouary themes, and ieraale weaknels. Orrery. 


• This poem is built on the finert mcdcl ; fnpportcd with infinite 
humour; wit, and gaiety; imbelliihed with ideas the mold lovely 
and delicate ; beautifully adorned with variety of the: molt attractive 
images ; and conduced throughout the whole with ftich perteft re¬ 
gularity, that, beyond all other pieces, whether of Dr. Swift, or any 
poet that ever writ in Englirti, it appears calculated to abide the fe¬ 
vered examination oi critics. 

In the apparatus of this poem wc find, that Venus, the gOuocU 
of love and beauty, having caufe to be afraid, upon hearing the me- 
tits of a trial between the nymphs and fhephe.Js, tha, her lo.ere.gn- 
tv mieht be called in queftion, on account of that wretched corrupt¬ 
ed talte which prevails among the ycuth of both fexes, tclol ts on a 
political expedient to maintain the dignity of her throne, and to r 
duce her rebellious fubj.^s unto thc.r loyalty, their chains, and their 

0 Now, this debate, which was fpun out for futeen years between 
the nymphs and (hepherdr, is fuppnfcd to have commenced only fume 
few days before the birth of Vanefli. But the Cypnao Queen.bav¬ 
in*, in order to trv an experiment, feiccKd \ anefla, upon tne day of 
he', birth, from ail the reft < f the little fcma.c wo.ld, adorns her 
with every grace and beauty, that is fuppoled to atiraft the admira¬ 
tion of the flupherds. And, to complete h r defign, (he prevails on 
the godaefa Cl learning (although by a iliatagem) to pour down all 
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1 he nymphs with fcorn beheld their foes: 

When the defendant's counfel rofe. 

And, what no lawyer ever Iack’t, 

With impudence own’d all the faft; 

But 


her c if:s into the bofom of this delightful girl. [Here fume verf t 

arc mlcrtcd, beginning thus, 

“ Thus, to the world’s pcrpelual frame, l. 432. 
and ending thus, 

“ Give mortals neither heat nor light, /. 443 ] 

, Her \J e t US an<1 takc an j rn F 2rt5j l view of this inchantin* 

fair. With regaro t, the beauty, the d. g.ince, the gr acc5> and the 
iweetnefs of her perfir, /he is beyond all contradkftion, to ufc an 
enprciTion of Parnel, 

All bright as an angel new-dropt from the fries. 

And with regard to the accomplishments cf the mind, her foul is en- 
with knowledge, judgement, wit, decency, mole tty, truth, 
iuft.ee, fortitude honour, petite eft, generofry, wi dom, and eve,; 
o her virtuewhich can poflibly enter into the Compofition of the molt 
illuftrious ch,rafter She had a ful worthy to Le the inhabitant of 

fo beautiful, fo angd,c, a manfion. However, to fpeak a a critic, 
it matters not whether Vaneffa bz a real or a fiftitious charaftcr. If 
indeed th yharafter be diawn from real life, \vc muft infirt upon ir, 
tnat Vane/Ta behaved herfelf, throughout all the habitudes and viciffi- 
tudes °t hfe with unblemished honour; as in mith h. r charafter 
x.ould not orherwife have been even poetically iuft ; and confequently 
tue poem, in lead of bung univerf.llv admired for its fuperior excel- 
f nC ; e ,;’ would (to fpealc in the ft.Ie of cri.ic,) have 1 e :n damred, on 
-s firft appearance, tor its inaccunctes and inconfiftencies. On the 
otoerhind, if the charafler be ! «:tious, the v.huie is a fable: and 
confequently there never drilled any fuen pefon as the charming Va- 
. I V SC ' rta !P> ll ' ,v " evcr ' that among the ports we frequently 
meet with characters, efpectaily tvhen compliments are addreilld to 
tome particular favourites in the grande v»:df, which arc partly real, 

reallv^'nd f a i' t 011, n- f mcm l,v r al is . when fume perfon 

really and truly ending, is generally urdetrto d to be the obiedt of 

the poet s compl iance; and what 1 met-, bv fi«itioit is, when the 

iWW f " a " y r:6 n d *? ,ruh > d-ffUvs the finenefs and 

eourtln If °T ?"•’ ,n i 'l ,be of gallantry, polhenefs, 

ourtlh.p, and and ref , unto this real, nqt imaginary lady. For cx- 

• '- : . rC 3 p:ct , 11 in,erc ‘he name of fame iittl-, nut-brown, 

""‘ Jf S 'r;’ U . ,K - C : ‘ h 5.portrait of all that is beautiful, accomplilhed, 

- nd adorabl •, to tue fatrefl of the creation j his compliment would 

neverthclefs 
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Rut, what the gentleft heart would vex, 25 

Laid all the fault on t’other fex. 

That modern love is no fucli thing, 

As what thofc ancient poets ling ; 

A fire 

ncverthclefs be extremely polite ; no matter for the refrmMance. 
Pi&ures, vve all know, arc defined for poficrity ; ar.d policrit) cr.res 
not whether in fact ? he picture was drawn from the life, or was only 
imaginary. They fee; they are pierf d ; they inquiie no lurther. 
The moil remarkable tnftanceof this kind that we know of anr.o.' g ..il 
the poets, ancient or modern, is that of Prior’s Chloe, who was a 
cheerful, ga), facetiou , old woman, th^t ufed to laugh with a pr •- 
lufion of gotd humour, until Ihc was a’moft rc..dy to die, at the con¬ 
ceit of her being a port’s flame. And Prior, wc may be furc, was e- 
qually deiightea with the excellence of her underflanaing. Va cfla 
was perhaps ano:her remarkable intlance cf this kind : for, as the poet 
has exprcfsly declared, that ** her name on earth fhall not be told,'‘ 
we are by no means at liberty to form any conjectures about h *r. It 
is affirmed, however, that Vanefla was in love with Cadc-'Us, and 
declared it to him after a flrange manner. That Vanefla might have 
Irked Cadenus, at lead the poetical Vantfla, wc cannot make any 
lort of dcubt, becaul: we arc exprcfsly told fo. The manner in whnh 
ffic declared lur paffion to him, is only to be collected trom the poem 
itfclf j wheitin wc find, that, afrer an .^poloav founded on maxims 
truly philcfophical, ffie reveals her fendments in the following terms. 
[Here fomc vcifes arc inlerted, beginning thus, 

li I knew’, by what you faid and writ, /. 61 3 . 
ar.d ending thus, 

u Aim’d at the head, but reach'd the heart, /. 623.] 

The remainder of the conversation between Cadenus and Vanefla, for 
half a dozen pages together, is evidently nothing more than a flight 
of imagination, wholly deflgned for the entertainment of thole who 
have a reliffi for compt fition, and a tafte for poetry. But fuppoling 
it was fome real Vanella that liked Cadcnusj or, in plain terms, 
fuppofmg that Mifs Vanhomrgh, had a pjfiion for Dr. Swift, is .here 
any crime in leve ? Far trom i:: the voice of Cod, and the voice of 
nature, fp?ak the direct contrary. The worft that van be faij cf it, 
is, that VaneBa, who had really and t>u*y been educated under the 
infpt£lion cf Cidenus, (a man teyend ail others upon cjrtn, whole 
delight was to give infhuftion to young people, ~nd efpccially to 
\cung women), had not fufficiently vonfldciCvl, that in love vve are 
all fponfm n, careleis of joys that are within our reach, and perpe¬ 
tually driving alter the flying game. N verthclefs, to maintain the 
dignity of hir fex, and to apologize for this little failure in p^int cf 
i feretion, (:h;u cool, fober qualify, not virtue, of the nnnd j which 
Vol. VII. Jl frequently, 
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A fire celeftial, chafte, refin’d, 

Conceiv’d a fid kindled in the mind ; 
Which having found an equal flame 
Unites, and both become the fame. 


To 


In 


frequently, or rather notoriouflv, prefides in that breaft where every 
humane, generous, and fpirited adcelion of the foul is wanting), /he 
availoth h'rfelf of the Doctor’s own maxims, before /lie adventures 
to impart the mo/l tender of her fentiments to an old experienced 
man,, whofe heart, like a rock of adamant, was inc ipaldc or impref- 
fions. [Here fome verfes ate iuferted, beginning thus, 

“ She well remember’d to her coft, /. 604. 

and ending thus, 

“ Now, faid the nymph, &c. /. 61^.] 

However, in julice to the honour and reputation of VanefTa, we 
are obl.ged to remark, that Cidenus, from his e.ulieft youth, had 
h'-en always a courtier of the women, as far as words, and term?, and 
p'diten fs, and gallantry, without profeuing any degree 0/ fmccritv, 
conltancy, and love, can recommend a cavalier to their lervice. And 
this we are told in the following lines, 

“ Cadenus, common forms apirt, 

“ Irc ev’ry feene had kept his heart, 

“ Had figh’d and languish’d, vow’d and writ, 

“ Forpathme, or to /hew his wir,” /. 540.-543. 

But fure it is, that cc tirtfhip and addref«, without any protefta^Ions 
ot fidelity and love, mny be carried fomewhat ico far; as the d port- 
ment ot Cidenus to the beauti'ul and accomplished Vane/li, in tills 
poetical reprefentation of gallantry, fufficiemlv demonflrates. Is it 
ihcrCiOre any matter of afionilhmen , that Vanefih (before whom 
Cadenu? might have lighed and linguhhcd, and to whom.at particular 
t.ine he rri^ht have both vowed and wiiccen) fiiould have been en¬ 
couraged to hope, as /he liked his perfon, and was enamoured of his 
writings, that the might have carried off 0 glorious a prize from all 
tne reft cf her contemporaries ? Allowing this to have , been the 
ca/c, which is perhaps agreeable to truth, -as vn cil as to common re- 
pon, Vari’/la s declaration 10 h.r admired Cader.r.s, mny without 
violence be interpreted into a gentle demand of thole tender aii'ec- 
tions, which, frem the current of his behaviour towarus her, live 
had a right to expect. 

I have been a/Iured, that M:fs Vanhomrigh was, in her general 
converfe with the world, as far from encouraging any Rile of ad- 
drels, inconfi lent with the rules of honour and good hreeoing, as 
any woman alive. Ndthsr can it be faid, if any conciufions may 

te 
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In difPrent breafts together burn, 

Together both to allies turn. 

But women now feel no fucli fire, 35 

And only know the grofs defire. 

Their pailions move in lower fpheres. 

Where’er caprice or folly fteers. 

A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 

Or fome worfe brute in human lhape, 40 

Ingrofs the fancies of the fair, 

The few foft moments they can fpare, 

From vifits to receive and pay ; 

From fcandal, politics, and play; 


be drawn frem her appearance and behaviour in Ireland, that fhe 
was cither a vain woman, or fond of drefs ; although fhe was ex¬ 
tremely n ; ce and delicae, as well in the clean.inefi of her perfon, *s 
in eveiy thing (he wore. Her only misfortune was, that fhe had a 
pafiion for Dr. Swift, which was not to re conquered; although it 
1 \ point incontefiible, that Dr. Swid had never cncc made her the 
mod uidant overtures of marriage. An i this p.flion was in all pro- 
babi i y the remote caufc of her death. She la guiihed tor feme 
years; and fell into a loufump'ion; neither was fhe convinced that 
Dr. Swift was married to Mrs.Johnfton, un'.il about two months be¬ 
fore her deceafe. She was at lalt carried off by a lever, in the year 
1723, and in the 37th year of her age. 

Thus died at Sc.bridge, worthy of an happier fate, the celebrated 
Mis. Either Vanhomrigh, a martyr to love and condancy, 

ft Herfed in Death's cold, frozen arms, 
tf Lie deep intomb'd VanefTa’s chaims; 

(C Transfix'd by Love's unerring dart, 

“ The gentle lair .ndulg'd the Imart ; 
ft For twice fix long revolving years 
tf Her days were fpent in figr.s and tears j 
“ He tender trame at lad decay'd, 

€t She quits the world a lifclefs (hade ; 

“ Nor can, alas ! ihe grave fecure 
“ Her vimics uncorrupt and pure! 

“ VanelTa’s fate in mournful drains 
li Bewail, ye nymphs, and fftepherd fwains 5 
“ Ye tuneful choirs, to whom belong 
“ The powers of verfe, in pi intive fong 
Bewail the nymph, who oy'd to prove, 

“ It fit reafon waj her guide in love," 

Sivlft, 
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from fans, and flounces, and brocades, 
From equipage and park-parades. 

From all die thouland female toys, 
from ev’ry trifle that employs 
Bhe out or iniide of their heads, 

Between their toilets and their beds. 
r * n a c Lul ftream, which, moving flow, 

\ou hardly lee the current How; 

If a fmall breeze obftrutfts the courfe, 

It whirls about for want of force, 

And in its narrow circle gathers 
Nothing but chaff, and ftraws, and feathers: 
1 he current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with ev’ry wind; 

Thus whirling round, together draws 
fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and ftraws. 
Hence we conclude, no womens hearts 
Are Avon by virtue, Avit, and parts; 

Nor are the men of fenfe to blame, 

For breads incapable of flame; 
i he fault muft on the nymphs be place’d. 
Grown io corrupted in their tafte. 

The pleader, having fpoke his beflv 
Had Avitnels ready to atteft. 

Who fairly could on oath depofe, 

When quell;ions on the fa 61 arofe, 

I hat ev’ry article Avas true; 

Nor further thfe deponents knewi 
^Therefore he humbly would inflfl;, 

The bill might be Avith ccfts difmift. 

1 he caufe appear’d of fo much Aveight, 

That Venus, from her judgement-feat, 

Deflr’d them not to talk fo loud, 

Elfe fhe muft interpofe a cloud : 

For if the heav’nly folk fliould know 
Thefe pleadings in the courts below , 

1 Jiat mortals here difdain to love, 

She ne’er could fhew her face above; 
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For gods, their betters, are too wife 
To value that which men defpife. 

And then, faid fhe, my ion and I 
Mult ftroli in air, ’twixt earth and iky; 

Or elfe, iliut cut from heav’n and earth, 
Fly to the fea, my place of birth; 

There live with daggled mermaids pent, 
And keep on fifli perpetual lent. 

But, iince the cafe appear’d fo nice, 

She thought it beft to take advice. 

The Mules, by their king’s permiiion, 
Though foes to love, attend the feffion. 
And on the right hand took their places 
Jn order; on the left, the Graces: 

To whom ihe might her doubts propofe 
On all emergencies that role. 

The Mules oft were feen to frown; 

The Grates half-aiham’d look down ; 

And, ’twas obferv’d, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew, 

Whom Ihe or her afiefiors knew. 

The goddefs foon began to fee, 

Things were not ripe for a decree; 

And faid, ihe muft conlult her books, 
The lovers' Fletas, Braclons, Cokes. 

Firfl to a dapper clerk Ihe beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond; 

She then referr’d them to a place 
In Virgil, ( vide Dido’s caie): 

As for Tibullus’s reports, 

They never pafs’d for law in courts: 

For Cowley’s briefs, and pleas of Wailer, 
Still their authority was imailer 

There was on both lides much to fay; 
She’d hear the caufe another day : 

And fo llie did, and then a third; 

She heard it-there ihe kept her word 

But with rejoinders and replies, 

Lons bills and anfvvers fluff’d with lies. 
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Demur, imparlance, and eflbign, 

The parties ne’er could iflue join : 

For fixteen years the caufe was fpun. 

And then ftood where it firft begun. 

Now, gentle Clio, fing or fay,° 

What Venus meant by this delay 
The goddefs, much perplex’d in mind 
To fee her empire thus declin’d, 

When fir ft this grand debate arofe. 

Above her wifdom to compofe, 

Conceiv’d a project in her head 
To work her ends; which, if it fped. 

Would lhew the merits of the caufe 
Far better than confulting laws. 

In a glad hour Lucina’s aid 
Produce’d on earth a wondrous maid, 

On whom the queen of Jove was bent 
To try a new experiment, 

She threw her law-books on the flielf* 

And thus debated with herfelf 

Since men alledge, they ne’er can find 
Thole beauties in a female mind, 

Which raife a flame that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure ; 

If ’tis with reafon they complain, 

Ihis inftant fhall reftore my reign. 

I’ll learch where ev’rv virtue dwells. 

From courts inclufive down to cells ; 

What preachers talk, or lages write : 

Thefe I will gather and unite. 

And reprefent them to mankind 
Colle&ed in that infant’s mind. 

ihis laid, fire plucks in heav’n’s high bow’rs 
A fprig of -amaranthine flow’rs. 

In neftar thrice infufes bays, 

Three times refin’d in Titan’s rays; 

Then calls the Graces to her aid, 

And fprinkles thrice the new-born maid ; 
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From whence the tender ikrn afiumes 160 

A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 

From whence a cleanlinefs remains, 

Incapable of outward ftains : 

From whence that decency of mind, 

So lovely in the female kind; . l6 S 

Where not one carclefs thought intrudes, 

Lefs modeft than the fpeech of prudes ; 

Where never blufli was call’d in aid, 

That fpurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at fccond-hand ; x 7 ° 

They blufli, becaufe they underftand. 

The Graces next would acl their part, 

And ihew’d but little of their art; 

Their work was half already done, 

The child with native beauty (hone ; 175 

The outward form no help requir’d: 

Each breathing on her thrice, infpir’d 
That gentle, foft, engaging air, 

Which in old times adorn’d the fair : 

And hud, “ Vancffa be the name 180 

“ By which thou lhalt be known to fame ; 

“ Vancffa, by the gods inroll’d: 
li Her name on earth—lhn.ll not be told. 

But ft ill the work was not complete ; 

When Venus thought on a deceit. 185 

Drawn by her doves away fhe flics. 

And finds out Pallas in the ikies : 

Dear Pallas, I have been this morn 
To fee a lovely infant born ; 

A boy in yonder ifle below, 1 9 0 

So like my own without his bow, 

By beauty could your heart be won, 

You’d fwear it is Apollo’s fion. 

But it fhall ne’er be faid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been 1 poll’d; 1 95 

I have enough beiides to ipare, 

And give him wholly to your care. 


WifJoin’s 
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Wifdom’s above fufpc&ing wiles : 

The queen of learning gravely fmiles, 

Down from Olympus comes with joy, 

Mil takes Vanefla for a boy ; 

Then fows within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind : 

For manly bofoms chiefly flt. 

The feeds of knowledge, judgement, wit. 
Her foul was fuddenly endu’d 
With jufticc, truth, and fortitude ; 

With honour which no breath can ftain. 
Which malice muff attack in vain ; 

With open heart and bounteous hand. 

But Pallas here was at a (land ; 

She knew in our degen’rate days 

Bare virtue could not live on praife ;- 

J hat meat mull be with money bought : 

She therefore, upon fecond thought. 
Infus’d, yet as it were by health, ° 

Some fmali regard for hate and wealth ; 

Of which, as ihe grew up, there hay’d 
A tincture in the prudent maid : 

She manage’d her chate with care, 

Yet lik’d three footmen to her chair. 

But, left he fhould neglect his ftudies 
Like a young heir the thrifty goddefs 
(For fear young maher fhoukl be fpoil’d) 
Would ufe him like a younger child ; 

And, after long computing, found 
TVould come to juft m e thoufand pound. 

The queen of love was pleas'd, and proud, 
To fee Vanefla thus endow’d : 

She doubted not but fuch a dame 
Thro’ ev’ry breaft would dart a flame ; 

That ev’ry rich and lordly Twain 
With pride would drag about her ; 

That fcholars would for fake their books 
To fhtdy bright Yancfla’s looks; 
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As Hie advance’d, that womankind 
Would by her model form their mind, 
And all their conduct would be rry’d 
By her, as an unerring guide ; 

Offending daugters ofc would hear 
VanefTa’s praife rung in their ear : 

Mifs Betty, when (he does a fault, 

Lets fall her knife, or fpills the fait. 

Will thus be by her mother chid, 

’Tis what Vanefia never did.” 

Thus by the nymphs and fwains ador’d, 
My pow'r fliall be again rellor’d, 

And, happy lovers blefs my reign- 

So Venus hop’d, but hop’d in vain. 

For when in time the martial maid 
Found out the trick that Venus play’d, 
She fhakes her helm, fhe knits her brows, 
And fir’d with indignation vows, 
To-morrow, ere the fettirg fun. 

She’d all undo that fhe had done. 

But in the poets we may find, 

A wholefome law, time out of mind, 

Had been confirm’d by fate’s decree, 

That gods, of whatfoe’er degree, 

R.efume not what themfelves have giv’n. 
Or any brother-god in heav’n ; 

Which keeps the peace among the gods, 
Or they muft always be at odds : 

And Pallas, if fhe broke the laws, 

Mull yield her foe the ftronger caufe; 

A fhame to one fo much ador’d 
For wifdom at Jove’s council-board. 

Be Tides, flic fear’d the queen of love 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And tho’ flie mull with grief reflect, 

To fee a mortal virgin deck’d 
With graces hitherto unknown 
To female brealls, except her own ; 
Vol.VII. S 
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Yet flie would act as bed: became 
A goddefs of unfpotted fame. 275 

She knew, by augury divine, 

Venus would fail in her defign : 

She dudy’d well the point, and found 
Her foe’s concluiions were not found, 

From premifles erroneous brought, 280 

And therefore the deduction’s nought, 

And mud have contrary effects, 

To what her treach’rous foe experts. 

In proper feafon Pallas meets 
The queen of love, whom thus lhe greets ; 2$} 

(For gods, we are by Homer told. 

Can in celedial language fcold). 

Perfidious goddefs ! but in vain 
You form’d this project in your brain, 

A projedt for thy talents fit, 29© 

With much deceit and little wit. 

Thou had, as thou fhalt quickly fee. 

Deceiv’d thyfelf, in dead of me : 

For how can heav’nly wifdom prove 
An inftrument to earthly love ? 295 

Know’ft thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries for want of fenfe ? 

Nor fhall Vaneffa be the theme 
To manage thy abortive fcheme : 

She’ll prove the greated of thy foes ; 300 

And yet I fcorn to interpofe. 

But uling neither Ik ill nor force, 

Leave all things to their nat’ral courfc. 

The goddefs thus pronounce’d her doom : 
When, lo ! Vaneffa in her bloom 305 

Advance’d, like Atalanta’s dar, 

But rarely feen, and feen from far : 

In a new world with caution dept, 

Watch’d all the company fhe kept. 

Well knowing, from the books fhe read, 310 
What dang’rous paths young virgins tread : 

Would 
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Would feldom at the park appear. 

Nor faw the playhoufe twice a-year; 

Yet, not incurious, was inclin’d 
To know the converfe of mankind. 

Firft iflu’d from perfumer’s lliops 
A croud of falhionable fops : 

They alk’d her how fire lik’d the play r 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 

A duel fought laft night at two, 

About a lady-you know who; 

Mention’d a new Italian, come 
Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 

Gave hints of who and who s together . 
Then fell to talking of the weather ; 

Laft nisht was fo extremely fine, 

The ladies walk’d till after nine. 

Then in foft voice, and fpeech abfurd, 
With rtonfenfe ev’ry fecond word, 

With fuitian from exploded plays, 

They celebrate her beauty’s praiic ; 

Run o’er their cant of ftupidlies,. 

And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With filent fcorn Vanefla Lit, 

Scarce lilt’ning to their idle chat \ 

Further than fometimes by a frown, 

When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At laft flie l'pitefully was bent 
To try their wifdom s full extent j 
And laid (lie valu’d nothing lefs 
Than titles, figure, fliape and drefs; 

That merit lliould be chiefly place’d 
In judgement, knowledge, wit, and taltc ; 
And thefe, Ihe offer’d to dilpute. 

Alone diftinguifh’d man from from brute; 
That prefent times have no pretence 
To virtue, in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underftood, 

To perilh for our country’s good. 





Mo MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 


She nam’d the ancient heroes round, 
Explain’d for what they were renown’d ; 
Then fpoke with cenfure, or applaufe, 

Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and laws ; 

Through nature and through art ihe range’d. 
And gracefully her fubje<ft change’d ; 

In vain : her hearers had no lhare 
In all flie fpoke, except to ftare. 

Their judgement was upon the whole, 

——That lady is the dulleft foul- 

Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, 

As who fhould fay-ilie wants it here ; 

She may be handlome, young, and rich, 

Eut none will burn her for a witch. 

A party next of glitt’ring dames, 

From round the puiicus of St. James, 

Came early out of pure good-will, 

To fee the girl in defiiabilie. 

Their clamour, ’lighting from their chairs. 
Grew louder ail the way up flairs ; 

At entrance loudeft; where they found 
The room with volumes litter’d round. 
Vanella held Montaigne, and read, 

AVhi ft Mrs. Sufan comb’d her head. 

1 hey call’d for tea and chocolate, 

And fell into their ufual chat, 

Di fcourling, with important face, 

On ribands, fans, and gloves and hce; 

Shew’d patterns juft from India brought. 

And gravely aik’d her what ihe thought?; 
Whether the red or green were beft, 

And what they coft ? Vanella gueft 
As came into her fancy hrft ; 

Nam’d half the rates, and lik’d the worft. 

To fcandal next-What awkward thin<* 

Was that laft Sunday in the ring ? 

Pm forry Mopfa breaks fo faff ; 

I faid her face would never laft. 
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Corinna, with that youthful air, 

Is thirty, and a bit to fpare: 

Her fondnefs for a certain Earl 390 

Began when I was but a girl. 

Phillis, who but a month ago 
Was marry’d to the Tunbridge beau, 

I faw coquetting t’other night 
In public with that odious knight. 395 

They rally’d next Vanefia’s drefs : 

That gown was made for old Queen Befs. 

Dear Madam, let me fee your head : 

Don’t you intend to put on red ? 

A petticoat without a hoop ! 400 

Sure, you are not afham’d to Hoop 
With handfome garters at your knees, 

No matter what a fellow fees. 

Fill’d with difdain, with rage inflam’d, 

Both of herfelf and fex afliam’d, 405 

The nymph flood fllent out oflpight, 

Nor would vouclifafe to fet them right. 

Away the fair detraftors went. 

And gave by turns their ccnfurcs vent. 

She’s not fo handfome in my eyes : 410 

For wit, I wonder where it lies. 

She’s fair and clean, and that’s the mod : 

But why proclaim her her for a toafl ? 

A baby face, no life, no airs, 

But what Ihe learn’d at country-fairs; 415 

Scarce knows what difference is between 
Rich Flanders lace and Colberteen. 

I’ll undertake, my little Nancy 
In flounces hath a better fancy. 

With all her wit, I would not alk 420 

Her judgement how to buy a mafic. 

We begg’d her but to patch her face, 

She never hit one proper place ; 

Which ev’ry girl at five years old 

Can do, as foon as (he is told. 4 2 5 

I own 
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I own, that out-of-fafhion duff * 

Becomes the creature well enough. 

The girl might pafs, if we could get her 
To know the world a little better. 

(7b knew the world! a modern phrafe 
Forvifits, ombre, balls, and plays). 

Thus to the world’s perpetual lliame, 
The queen of beauty loft her aim. 

Too late with grief fhe underdood, 

Fallas had done more harm than good : 
For great examples are but vain, 

Where ignorance begets dildain, 

Both fcxes, arm’d with guilt and fpite, 

A gain it Vanefla’s pow’r unite : 

To copy her few nymphs afpir’d ; 

Her virtues fewer lwains admir’d. 

So dars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet fome of either fex, endow’d 
With gifts fuperior to the croud, 

“With virtue, knowledge, tade, and wit, 
She condelcend to admit. 

With pleafing arts {he could reduce 
Mens talents to their proper ufe ; 

And with addrefs each genius held 
To that wherein it moft excell’d ; 

Thus making others wifdom known, 

Could pleafe them, and improve her own. 
A moded youth laid fomething new; 

She place’d it in the ftrongeft view. 

All humble worth fhe drove to raife ; 
Would not be prais’d, yet lov’d to praife. 
The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in a coach : 

Some clergy too ihe would allow, 

Nor quarrell’d at their awkward bow. 

But this was for Cadenus’ lake, 

A gown man of a d iff ’rent make ; 
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Whom Pallas, once Vaneffa’s tutor. 

Had fix’d on for her coadjutor. 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 
To vindicate his mother’s wrongs. 

On Pallas all attempts are vain : 

One way he knows to give her pain; 

Vows on Vanefla’s heart to take 
Due vengeange for her patron’s fake. 
Thofe early feeds by Venus fown, 

In fpite of Pallas, now were grown ; 

And Cupid hop’d, they would improve 
By time, and ripen into love 
The boy made ufe of all his craft. 

In vain difcharging many a lhaft, 

Pointed at col’nels, lords, and beaux ; 
Cadenus warded off the blows ; 

For, placing ftili lome book betwixt, 

The darts were in the cover fix’d, 

Or, often blunted and recoil’d, 

On Plutarch’s morals ftruck, were fpoil’d. 

The queen of wifdom could forefee. 

But not prevent, the fates decree : 

And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 

Vaneffa, though by Pallas taught. 

By Love invulnerable thought. 

Searching in books for wifdom’s aid, 
Was, in the very fearch, betray’d. 

Cupid, though all his darts were loff. 

Yet {fill refolv’d to fpare no coft: 

He could not anfwer to his fame 
The triumphs of that ftubborn dame, 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdu’d, 

Who neither was coquette nor prude. 

I find, faid he, flie wants a do&or 
Both to adore her, and inftruft her : 

I’ll give her what lhe mofi admires 
Among thofe venerable fires. 
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Cadenus is a fubject fit, 

Grown old in politics and wit, 

Carefs’d by minifters of Rate, 

Of half mankind the dread and hate : 
Whatever vexations love attend. 

She need no rivals apprehend. 

Her fex, with univerl'al voice, 

Muft laugh at her capricious choice. 

Cadenus many things had writ: 

Vanefia much efteem’d his wit. 

And call’d for his poetic works : 

Mean time the boy in fecret lurks, 

And, while the book was in her hand, 

1 he urchin from his private hand 
Took aim, and fliot with all his ftrength 
A dart of Inch prodigious length. 

It pierc’d the feeble volume through. 

And deep transfix’d her bofom too. 

Some lines, more moving than the reft, 
Stuck to the point that pierce’d her breaft, 
And, borne dire&ly to the heart, 

With pains unknown, increas’d her fmart. 

# Vanefia, not in years afcore, 

Dreams of a gown of forty-four; 
Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almoit blind : 

Cadenus now no more appears 
Declin’d in health, advance’d in years. 

She fancies mufic in his tongue. 

Nor farther looks, but thinks him young. 
What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a fhip decay’d ? 
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The Poet having before fhewed the caufe of Van era’s difap- 
pointment, here represents Vanefia, who was intended to animate 
every woman to imitation, and infpire every man with love, us com¬ 
peted to make advances to one who had fcarce fenfibilry enough to 
undetftand them. 7 & 


What 

















MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 145 

What planter will attempt to yoke 
A fapling with a falling oak ? 535 

As years increafe, fhe brighter Shines ; 

Cadenus with each day declines ; 

And he mult fall a prey to lime. 

While Ihe continues in her prime, 

Cadenus, common forms apart, 540 

In ev’ry fccne had kept his heart; 

Had figh’d and languish’d, vow’d and writ, 

For paftime, or to Shew his wit. 

Rut time, and books, and date-affairs, 

Had fpod’d his fafhionable airs : 545 

He now could praife, efteem, approve, 

But undcrltood not what was love. 

His conduct might have made him ftyl’d 
A father, and the nymph his child. 

. That innocent delight he took 550 

To fee the virgin mind her book. 

Was but the mailer’s fecret joy 
In School to hear the fineSt boy. 

Her knowledge with her fancy grew; 

She hourly prefs’d for fomething new ; 555 

Ideas came into her mind 
So faft, his leiTons lagg’d behind ; 

She reafon’d without plodding long. 

Nor ever gave her judgement wrong. 

Rut now a fudden change was wrought; 560 

She minds no longer what he taught. 

Cadenus was amaz’d to find 
Such marks of a diftra&cd mind : 

For, though fhe feem’d to liften more 
To all he Spoke, than e’er before, 565 

He found her thoughts would abfent range, 
Yetguefs’d not whence could fprmg the change. 
And firft lid modeftlv conjectures 
H is pupil might be tir’d with lectures ; 

Which help’d to mortify his pride. 57G 

Yet gave him not thp heart to chide; 

Vol.VII. T But 
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But in a mild deje&ed ft rain, 

At laR he ventur’d to complain ; 

Said, Ihe lliould he no longer teas’d ; 
Might have her freedom when Ihe pleas’d ; 
Was now convinced, he afted wrong 
To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in dull Rudies to engage 
One of her tender fex and age ; 

That ev’ry nymph with envy own’d, 

How fhe might lhine in the grand monde , 
And ev’ry Ihepherd was undone 
To fee her cloifter’d like a nun. 

This was a vifionary feherne : 

He wak’d, and found it but a dream ; 

A project far above his lkill; 

For nature muft be nature Rill. 

If he was bolder than became 
A fcholar to a courtly dame, 

She might excufe a man of letters ; 

Thus tutors often treat their betters : 

And, fince his talk oRenfive.grew. 

He came to take his laR adieu. 

Vanefla, fill’d with juR difdain, 

Would Rill her dignity maintain, 

InRructed from her early years 
To fcorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employ’d his time fo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong. 
Yet could fuch notions entertain, 

That all his lectures were in vain ? 

She own’d the wand’ring of her thoughts ; 
But he muR anfwer for her faults. 

She well remember’d, to her coR, 

"I hat all his lefibns were not loR. 

Two maxims Ihe could Rill produce, 

And fad experience taught their ufe; 

That virtue, pleas’d by being fliown, 

Knows nothing which it dares not own ; 
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Can make us without fear difclofe 610 

Our in mo ft fecrets to our foes : 

That common forms were not defign’d 
Directors to a noble mind*. 

Now, 

* Vanefla, confcious th.it her paflion was virtuous, had no motive 
to conceal it : for “ virtue knows nothing that it dares not own.” 
She therefore contelfcd it to Cadcnus, contrary to the common forms, 
which require that the full addrefs fiiould be made by the man. hor 
common forms are only for common minds; they only veil defeds, 
and are not nccefl'ary, where defeds are not found. 

Lord Orrery has been fo far from ading upon the principle on 
w hich Mr. Pope framed this petition in his univerfal prayer, 

u Teach me- 

“ To hide the fault I fee,” 

that w'here he has not found the appearance of a fault, hehas labour¬ 
ed hard to make one. An infiance of which will be found in his re¬ 
mark upon a maxim of Cadcnus to Vanella : 

te That virtue, pleas'd by being (hown, 

“ Knows nothing which it daies not own.'* 

« He taught her,” fays his Lordfhip, f< that vice, as foon as it de- 
€t fied lhame, was immediately changed into virtue.” But the inoft 
obvious arid na ural meaning is juft contrary : That we defire to con¬ 
ceal no ad which upon reflexion we do not difeover to be \itious, be- 
caul’e virtue is plealed in proportion as it is ai played. And indeed 
thefe verfes could not be fuppofed an apology forlewdnefs, if his Lord- 
ihip believed his own aiTeition, that the Dean “ was not to be fwayed 
•« by deliberate evil,” 

Lord Orrery fays, above, p. 125. That Dr. Swift taught Vancfla, 
*< that vice, as loon as it defied (hame, was immediately changed in- 
“ to virtue.” If Ca enus ever inllilled that maxim into the loul of 
Vancfla, we mud, I am afraiJ, give him entirely up to cenfure, as 
an agent for the prince of darknefs. But, without any racking, or 
tranimutaiion of words, Sw’itt’s maxim was, 

“ That virtue, pleas'd by being ftiown, 

“ Knows nothing which it dares not own ; 

“ Can make us without fear difclofe 
“ Our inmoft fecrets to our foes.'* 

A mnx'm which every man of honour would inftil into the hearts of 
his children ; and which Dr. Swift himfelf hath occafionally expref- 
T 2 fed 
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fed in other terms highly ad vantageous, on feeing verf.s written unon 
windows. 

“ The fage, who faid he fhould be proud 
“ Of windows in his bread, 

“ Bccaufe he ne'er one thought allow’d 
“ That might not be con fell ; 

“ His window fcrawl’d by ev’ry rake, 

“ His bread again would cover, 

<c Ard fairly bid the devil take 
“ The di’mond and the lover.” 

And fuch were the noble fentiments of that old Roman, I forget his 
name, whofe reply to an architect could have proceeded only from ihe 
mouth of an hero. The architect made him an offer, upon his giving 
him fo much money, to contrive a huufe for him in fuch a manner, 
as that none from abroad ffiould poffibly look into it. I will give you 
double the fum, replied the hero, if you will contrive a houfc for me 
in fuch a manner, as that every one that pleafes may look into every 
corner of it. 

This maxim of the Dolor’s 

<e That common forms were not defign'd 
“ Diie&ors to a noble mind,” 

is fo clear and plain, that it can no more be tortured into an encou¬ 
ragement to vice, as Lord Orrery alledges, above, p, 125. than the 
fecond commandment info an encouragement to idolatry. Where do 
we find in the lines one fyllable relating either to vice or virtue ? Are 
common forms cither vices or virtues ? Whoever can imagine them 
to becither the one or the other, mufl have a certain vacuity in his 
brain for the reception of the mod grofs and palpable abfurditic*. 
Swift. 


Now, faid the nymph, I’ll let you fee 
My actions with your rules agree ; 

That I can vulgar forms defpife, 

And have no fecrets to difguife. 

I knew;, by what you faid and writ, 
llow dang’rous things were men of wit; 
You caution’d me againft x tke charms. 

But never gave me equal arms; 
Yourlefions found the weakeft part, 
Aim’d at the head, but reach’d the heart. 

Cadenus felt within him rife 
Shame, difappointment, guilt, furprife. 
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He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her ul'uai ftyle t 
And yet her words were fo expreft, 

He could not hope llie Ipoke in jeft. 

His thoughts had wholly been confin’d 6 jO 

"to form and cultivate her mind. 

He hardly knew till he was told, 

Whether the nymph were young or old ; 

Had met her in a public place, 

Without diftinguilhing her face : 635 - 

Much lefs could his declining age 
Vanefla’s earlieft thoughts engage : 

And if her youth indift’rence met, 

His perfon muft contempt beget: 

Or, grant her paflion be fincere, 640 

How fhall his innocence be clear ? 

Appearances were all fo ftrong, 

The world muft think him in the wrong : 

Would fay, he made a treach’rous ufe 
Of wit to flatter and feduce : 645 

The town would fwear he had betray’d 
By magic fpells the harmlefs maid: 

And ev’ry beau would have his jokes, 

That fcholars were like other folks : 

That, when Platonic flights were over, 05a 

The tutor turn’d a mortal lover. 

So tender of the young and fair ! 

It fhew’d a true paternal care- 

Five thoufand guineas in his purfe ! 

The Doctor might have fancy’d worfe.-- 655 

Hardly at length he filence broke. 

And faulter’d ev’ry word he fpoke j 
Interpreting her complaifance, 

Juft as a man Jans confequence . 

She rally’d well, he always knew: 

Her manner now was fomething new ; 

And what fhe fpoke was in an air 
As ferious as a tragic player, 
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Put thofe who aim at ridicule, 

Should fix upon Tome certain rule, 

Which fairly hints they are in jell, 

Life he mu ft enter his proteft : 

For let a man be ne’er fo wife, 

He may be caught with fober lies ; 

A fcience which he never taught, 

And, to be free, was dearly bought; 

For take it in its proper light, 

Tis juft what coxcombs call a bite . 

But not to dwell on things minute, 
Vanefia finifh’d the difpute, 

Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reafonwas her guide in love. 

She thought flic had himfelfdeferib’d. 

His do<ftrines when ftle firft imbib’d : 

What he had planted, now was grown ; 
His virtues fhe might call her own ; 

As he approves, as he diflikes, 

Love or contempt her fancy ftrikes, 
Self-love, in nature rooted faft, 

Attends us firft, and leaves us laft : 

Why flie likes him, admire not at her; 

She loves herfelf, and that’s the matter. 
How was her tutor wont to praife 
The geniufes of ancient day ! 

(Thofe authors he fo oft had nam’d. 

For learning, wit, and wifdom fam’d) ; 
Was ftruck with love, efteem, and awe, 

For perfons whom he never faw. 

Suppofe Cadenus flourifh’d then. 

He muft adore fuch godlike men. 

If one fliort volume could comprife 
All that was witty, lcarn’d, and wife 
I-Iow would it be efteem’d, and read, 
Although the writer long were dead ? 

If fuch an author were alive, 

How all would for his friendfhip ftrivc, 
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And come in crowds to fee his face! 

And this ihe takes to be her cafe. 

Cadenus anfwers ev’ry end, 

The book, the author, and the friend ; 705 

The utmoft her defires will reach. 

Is but to learn what he can teach : 

His converfe is a fyftemfit 
Alone to fill up all her wit; 

While ev’ry pallion of her mind 710 

In him is center’d and confin’d. 

Love can with fpeech infpire a mute. 

And taught Vanefla to difpute. 

This topic, never touch’d before, 

Dilplay’d her eloquence the more : 715 

Her knowledge, with fuch pains acquir’d, 

By this new pallion grew infpir’d : 

Through this (he made all objects pals. 

Which gave a tincture o’er the mafs ; 

As rivers, though they bend and twine, 720 

Still to the lea their courfe incline; 

Or, as philofophers, who find 
Some fav’rite lyltem to their mind, 

In ev’ry point to make it fit 

Will force all nature to fubmit. 725 

Cadenus, who could ne’er fufpect 
His lefions would have fuch effect. 

Or be fo artfully apply’d, 

Inlenfibly came on her fide. 

It was an unforfeen event; 730 

Things took a turn lie never meant. 

Whoe’er excells in what we prize. 

Appears a hero in our eyes : 

Each girl, when pleas’d with what is taught, 

W ill have the teacher in her thought. 735 

I he nymph in fober words intreats 
A truce with all fublime conceits : 

For why fuch raptures, flights, and fancies. 

To her who durii uot read romances ? 
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Li lofty ftile to make replies, 74 ° 

\V hich he had taught her to defpife ? 

But when her tutor will affeft 
Devotion, duty, and refpett. 

He fairly abdicates his throne ; 

The government is now her own : 745 

But though her arguments were ftrong, 

At lead could hardly wifh them wrong. 

Howe’er it came, he could not tell, 

But fure fhe never talk’d fo well. 

His pride began to interpofe ; 75 * 

Preferr’d before a croud of beaux ! 

So bright a nymph to come unfought! 

Such wonder by his merit wrought ! 

’Tis merit muff with her prevail; 

He never knew her judgment fail. 75 a 

She noted all fhe ever read, 

And had a moft difeerning head. 

’Tis an old maxim in the fchools. 

That vanity’s the fool of fools; . 

Yet now and then your men of wit 7 *® 

Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 

He chofe tojuftify, his pride ; 

When Mifs delights in her fpinnet, 

A fiddler may a fortune get; 7 "5 

A blockhead' with melodious voice. 

In boarding-fchools can have his choice : 

And oft the dancing-mafler’s art 
Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 

In learning let a nymph delight, 77 ° 

The pedant gets a miftrefs by’t. 

Cadenus, to his grief and fliame, 

Could fcarce oppofe Vanefia’s flame; 

Where hot and cold, where fharp and fweet. 

In all their equipages meet ; 775 

Where pleafures mix’d with pains appear, 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ; 
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Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage. 

But friendfhip, in its greateft height, 780 

A conftant rational delight, 

O11 virtue’s bails fix’d to laft, 

When love’s allurements long are pad, 

Which gently warms, but cannot burn. 

He gladly offers in return ; 783 

His want of paflion will redeem 
With gratitude, rcfpcft, edeem ; 

With that devotion we bcftow, 

When goddeffes appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 790 

Vaneffa in exalted drains, 

Condr’ing the paflion flie had fhown, 

Much to her praife, more to his own, 

Nature in him had merit place’d, 

In her a moft judicious tade. 795 

Love hitherto a tranfient gucfl, 

Ne’er held poffeflion in his bread; 

So long attending at the gate, 

Difdain’d to enter in fo late. 

Love, why do we one paflion call, 8 00 

When ’tis a compound of them all ? 

He has a forfeiture incurr’d ; 

She vows to take him at his word, 

And hopes he will not think it Arange, 

If both fliould now their flations change. 803 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor ; and the pupil, he ; 

Though ihe already can difcern, 

Her fcholar is not apt to learn ; 

Or wants capacity to reach 810 

The fcience Ihe deflgns to teach; 

Wherein his genius was below 
The lkill of ev’ry common beau ; 

Who, though he cannot fpell, is wife 
Enough to read a lady’s eyes, 815 
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And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what fuccefs Vanefla met, 

Is to the world a fecret yet *. 

Whether the nymph, to plcafe her roam, 7 2( * 
Talks high in a ronVantic {train ; 

Or whether he at laft defcends 
To act with lefs feraphic ends; 

Or, to compound the bus’nefs, whether 

They temper love and books together ; 825 

Mufc never to mankind be told, 

Nor {hall the confcious mufc unfold f 
Mean while the mournful queen of love 
Led but a weary life above. 

She ventures now to leave the Ikies, 830 

Grown by Vaaeffa’s conduit wife : 

For though by one perverfe event 
Pallas had crofs’d her firft intent, 

1 [ hough her delign was not obtain d , 

Yet had lhe much experience gain’d, 835 


* The event of VaneflVs fuit is judicioufly omitted, as foreign to 

the plan and dvfi^n ot the poem. . . _ . , ,.i 

+ Lord Orrery Uf , above, p. il6. “ It i< impoHble to read thi. 
“ C.uei hint, wi hout great indignation again ft the confcious mufe. 

_-But ,s liiere no allowance to be made far the rants and vagaries 

ct an hctcroclite'genius ? Or would any poet, who had the lealt fpark t 
of honour, luppofing he had been fo unfortunate as to have had a- 
niou.s with a hJv, have told the ftory, or given the leafV intimation 
c f it? is one parr of a poem “ to be thought fine painting, bur, ia 
genera!, fictitious*' and another part ot the fame to be m^rpret- 
el bv the raki.ic and torturing of a conjedture, into the molt folio, 
profile, and impure of all imaginable ideas ? However, do not in 
i.i:t all profcflcii admirers of particular women temper love and other 
a mule meats together in the days of courtftip ? It then Candenus and 
Vancfia be conuflared to have tempered Jove and boohs together j 
why Jhc-utd they be fuppofed to have iranfgrffTed the rules of honour 
he vend the reft of *he vvdrld ? But allowing it were juft that our in¬ 
dication iliould r.fe ag^infi the confcious mufe, (as indeed I am told 
M*tfs Vanhomrigh her,elf was ex remely angy with the Dodtor on 
account of thefe li; cs), the higher furely that our mdignati >n fhould 
be inflamed again ft her, the more eught VanclU to be cleared and 
jufiif.cd. Swift* 

And, 


























MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

And, by the project vainly try’d, 

Could better now the caufe decide. 

She gave due notice, that both parties, 

Cor am Regina prox ’ die Mart is, 

Should at their peril, without fail. 

Come and appear, and fave their bail. 

All met; and filence thrice proclaim’d, 
One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 

The judge difeover’d in her face 
Relentment for her late dilgrace ; 

And, full of anger, fhame, and grief, 
Dire&ed them to mind their brief; 

Nor fpend their time to fhew their reading 
She’d have a fummary proceeding. 

She gather’d under ev’ry head 
The lum of what each lawyer faid, 

Gave her own reafons lait, and then 
Decreed the caufe againft the men. 

But, in a weighty caufe like this, 

To fhew llie did not jtidge amifs, 

Which evil tongues might elfe report* 

She made a fpecch in open court; 

Wherein lhe grievoufly complains, . 
i( How flic was cheated by the fwains ; 

On whofe petition, (humbly ihewing 
That women were not worth the wooing, 
And that, unlefs the fex would mend, 

The race of lovers foon muft end), 

She was at Lord knows what expenfe 
« To form a nymph of wit and fenfe, 

“ A model for her fex defign'd, 

L< Who never could one lover find. 

“ She faw her favour was mifplace’d ; 

“ The fellows had a wretched tafte: 

“ She needs mult tell them to their face, 
* c They were a fenfelefs, ftupid race ; 
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“ And were (he to begin agen, 

‘ c She’d ftudy to reform the men * ; 

“ Or add fome grains of folly more 
“ To women, than they had before, 875 

“ To put them on an equal foot; 

“ And this, or nothing elfe would do’t. 

“ This might their mutual fancy ftrike ; 

“ Since ev’ry being loves its like. 

“ But now repenting what was done, 880 

(i She left all bus’nefs to her fon ; 
cc She put the world in his pofleflion, 

€i And let him ufe it at diferetion.” 

The cry’r was order’d to difmifs 
The court, fo made his laft 0 yes ! 885 

The goddefs would no longer wait! 

But, riling from her chair of Rate, 

Left all below at fix and fev’n, 

Harnefs’d her doves, and flew to heav’n. 


* As the women in their manners and drefs imitate what the men. 
approve, th.ir faults and follies are little more than the confluences 
•f the falfe tafte of their admirers j who cannot furely be urged by a 
Jtror.gcr motive to correct it. 
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BAUCIS and PHILEMON* 

Imitated from the eighth book of Ovid. 

Written about the year 1708. 

TN ancient times, as {lory tells. 

The faints would often leave their cells, 

And droll about, but hide their quality, 

To try good people’s hofpitality. 

It happen’d of a winter-night. 

As author’s of the legend write. 

Two brother hermits, flints by trade. 

Taking their tour in mafquerade, 


* In this talc there rs not only abundance of wit and plcafantry, 
but fome peculiar happy ftrokes, which, although tut very rarely 
to be found in the works of the find! authois, are the diitingui.'hing 
marks of an improved, confummats genius. The reader of tafteand 
learning cannot but obferve how exactly the found doth echo to the 
fenfe in the following lines. 

“ They fcarce had fpoke, when fair and foft 
“ The roof began to mount aloft ; 
te Aloft rofe ev’ry beam and rafter ; 

“ The heavy wall climb'd ilowly after/’ 1 . 51.-54. 

And yer, if polTible, even thefe lines are excelled by the following 
ditlicii ; 

“ The groaning chair began to crawl, 

t( Like a huge fnail along the wall.” 1 . 85. S6. 

There are many cxampl.s in Homer, Pindar, Virgil, Horace, 
Shak' fpear, and Milton, which, for the fame reaion, arc univcrfal- 
ly admired above all other pafiages in thofe lullime poets. Swift. 

Difguis’d 
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Difguis’d in tatter’d habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent; 

Where, in the ftrollers canting ftrain. 
They begg’d from door to door in vain, 
Try’d ev’ry tone might pity win ; 

But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wand’ring faints in woful ftatc, 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 

Having through all the village pad, 

To a fmall cottage came at laid; 

Where dwelt a good old honed ye’man, 
Call’d in the neighbourhood Philemon ; 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafs the night; 

And then the hofpitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire; 

While he" from out the chimney took 
A flitch of bacon off the hook. 

And freely from the fatted fide 
Cut out large dices to be fry’d; 

Then itepp’d afide to fetch’m drink, 
Pill’d a large jug up to the brink, 

And faw it fairly twice go round ; 

Yet (what is wonderful!) they found, 
Twas dill replenilh’d to the top, 

As if they had not touch’d a drop, 

The good" old couple were amaz’d, 

Amd often on each other gaz’d ; 

For both were frighten’d to the heart. 

And juft began to cry,-What art. 

Then foftly turn’d afide, to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on t, ^ 
Told them their calling, and their errand 
Good folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but faints, the hermits faid; 

No hurt fhall come to you or yours : 

But for that pack of churliih boors, 
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Not fit to live on Chriftian ground, 

They and their houfes lhall be drown’d; 
Whilft you lhall fee your cottage rife, 

And grow a church before your eyes. 

They fcarce had fpoke when, fair and foft 
The roof began to mount aloft; 

Aloft rofe ev’ry beam and rafter; 

The heavy wall climb’d {lowly after. 

The chimney widen’d, and grew higher. 
Became a fteeple with a lpire 
The kettle to the top was hoift, 

And there ftood faften’d to a joift, 

But with the upfide down, to lliow 
Its inclination for below : 

In vain; for a fuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom ftops its courfe r 
Doom’d ever in fufpenfe to dwell, 

’Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 
Loft by difufe the art to roaft, 

A fudden alteration feels, 

Increas’d by new inteftine wheels ; 

And, what exalts the wonder more. 

The number made the motion flow’r. 

The flier, though’t had leaden feet. 

Turn’d round fo quick you lcarce could fee’t 
But, flacken’d by fome fecret pow’r. 

Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 

The jack and chimney near ally’d, 

Had never left each other’s fide : 

The chimney to a fteeple grown. 

The jack would not be left alone ; 

But, up againft the fteeple rear’d, 

Became a clock, and ftill adher’d; 

And ftill its love to houfehold cares, 

By a ihrill voice at noon, declares, 

Warning the cook-maid not to burn 
That roaft meat which it cannot turn. 
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The groaning chair began to crawl, 8 ; 

Like a huge fnail, along the wall; 

There Ruck aloft in public view, 

And with Email change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glitt’ring fhow, 9© 

To a lefs noble fubftance change’d, 

Were now but leathern buckets range’d; 

The ballads pafted on the wall, 

Of Joan of b ranee and Englifh Moll, 

Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 95 

The little children in the wood, 

Now i'eem’d to look abundance better. 

Improv’d in picture, fize, and letter; 

And, high in order place’d, deferibe 

The heraldry of every tribe 100 

A bedftead of the antique inode. 

Compact of timber many a load. 

Such as our anceftors did ufe. 

Was metamorphos’d into pews ; 

Which ftill their ancient nature keep, 105 

By lodging folks difpos’d to deep. 

The cottage, by fuch feats as thefe. 

Grown to a church by juft degrees. 

The hermits then defir’d their hoft 

To a(k for what he fancy’d moft. 110 

Philemon, having paus’d a while. 

Return’d them thanks in homely ftyle; 

Then faid, My lioufe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks, I ftill would call it mine ; 

I’m old, and fain would live at eafe ; 115 

Make me the parion, if you pleafe. 

He fpoke ; and prefently he feels 
His grazier’s coat fall down his heels : 


* Of the twelve tribes of Trael. which in count'*.* churches are 
fomeiiirus diftingui&ed by the enfigos appropriated to them by Jacob 
on his dtrath-bed. 


He 
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lie fees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each arm a pudding-fleeve; 

His waiftcoat to a calfock grew. 

And both affum’d a fable "hue ; 

But, being old, continu’d juft 
As thread-bare, and as full of duft. 

His talk was now of tithes and dues: 

He fmock’d his pipe, and read the news; 
Knew how to preach old fermons next. 
Vamp’d in the preface and the text; 

At chrift’njngs well could act his part, 

And had the fervice all by heart; 

Wiih’d women might have children faft, 
And thought whole fow had farrow’d laft; 
Again ft DiiTenters would repine, 

And flood up firm for right divine ; 

Found his head fill’d with many a fyftem : 

But clafiic authors,-he ne’er mil's’d ’em. 

Thus having furbifh’d up a parfon, 

Dame Baucis next they play’d their farce on 
Inftead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Good pinners edg’d with colhertecn ; 

Her petticoat transform’d apace, 

Became black fatin flounce’d with lace. 

Plain Goody would no longer down ; 

Fwas Madam, in her grogram gown. 
Philemon was in great lurprife, 

And hardly could believe his eyes. 

Amaz’d to lee her look fo prim ; 

And fhe admir’d as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were fev’ral years this man and wife ; 
When on a day, which prov’d their laft, 
Difcourling o’er old ftories paft, 

They went by chance, amidft their talk, 

To the church-yard to take a walk ; 

AY ken Baucis haftily cry'd out, 

!My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 

Vol.VII. x 
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Sprout, quoth the man ; what this you tell us ? 

I hope you don’t believe me jealous; 

But yet, mcthinks, I feel it true ; 

And really yours is budding too- l0 ° 

Nay,-now I cannot {hr my foot; 

. It feels as if ’twere taking root. 

Defcription would but tire my mufe ; 

In lhort, they both were turn’d to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobfon of the green 105 

Remembers, he the trees has feen ; 

He’ll talk of them from noon to night. 

And goes with folks to {hew the fight ; 

On Sundays, after ev’ning pray r. 

He gathers all the parifh there; 

Points out the place of cither yew ; 

Here Baucis, there Philemon grew : 

Till once a parfon of our town. 

To mend his barn, cut Baucis down; 

At which ’tis hard to be believ’d 1 75 

How much the other tree was griev'd. 

Grew ferubby, dy’d a-top, was fiunted ; 

So the next parfon ftubb’d and burnt it. 




A He- 
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A Description of a CITY-SHOWER. 


In Imitation of Virgil’s Georgies. 


Written in the year 1712. 


Areful obfervers mav foretel the hour 



^ (By fure prognoftics) when to dread a fhowY. 
While rain depends, the penfive cat gives o’er 
Her frolics, and purfucs her tail no more. 
Returning home at night, you’ll find the link 5 
Strike your offended ienfe with double ft ink 
If you be wife, then go not far to dine; 

You’ll fpend in coach-hire more than fave in wine. 
A coming fhow’r your fhooting corns prefage. 

Old aches throb, your hollow tooth will rage : 10 

Saunt’ring in coffee-houfe is Dulman feen; 

He damns the climate, and complains of fpleen. 

Mean while the fouth, riftng with dabb.ed wings, 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 

That iwill’d more liquor than it could contain, 15 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 

Brilk Sulan whips her linen from the rope. 

While the firft drizzling fhow’r is borne aflope; 
Such is that fprinkling, which fome carelefs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean: 20 

You fly, invoke the gods; then turning, ftop 
To rail; fhe iinging ft ill whirls on her mop. 

Not yet the duft had fhunn’d th’ unequal ftrife. 
But, aided by the wind, fought ftill for life, 


X 2 


And 
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And wafted with its foe by vi’lent guft, 25 

’Twas doubtful which was rain, and which wasduft*. 
Ah ! where mu ft needy poets feelc for aid, 

When duft and rain at once his coat invade ? 

.Sole coat, where duft cemented by the rain 
Erects the nap, and leaves a cloudy ftain. 30 

Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down, 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town. 

To lliops in crouds the daggled females fly. 

Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 

The templar fpruce, while ev’ry fpout’s abroach, 3; 
Stays till ’tis fair, yet feems to call a coach. 

The tuck’d-up femftrefs walks with hafty ftrides. 
While ftreams run down her oil’d umbrella’s lides. 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led. 
Commence acquaintance underneath a fhed. 40 
Triumphant Tories f, and defponding Whigs ±, 
Forget their feuds, and join to fave their wigs. 
Box’d in a chair the beau impatient fits, 

While fpouts run clatt’ring o’er the roof by fits ; 
And ever and anon with frightful din 45 

The leather founds ; he trembles from within. 

So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden ftecd, 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 

(Thofe bully Greeks, who, as the moderns do, 
luftead of paying chairmen, run them through), 50 


* Twas doubtful which was fca, and which was fley. 

Garth's difp, 

f This was written in the fiift year of the Earl of Oxford’s mini- 
ftrv. 

| As Whig and hVig only differ by an afpiration, which is fcarce to 
be dirtinguiflied, it may be thought an exception to the Dean’s re¬ 
markable exaftoci', that he has made them ihyme: but the fame 
tiling was afterwards done by Mr. Pope, either upon the Dean’s au¬ 
thority, or becaufe he did not think, it liable to objection : 

*4 joke on Jekyll or feme odd old Whig. 

Who never charge'd his principles or Wig, 


Laocooa 
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Laocoon ftruck the outfide with his fpear, 

And each imprifon’d hero quak'd for fear. 

Now from all parts the fwelling kennels flow. 
And bear their trophies with them as they go : 
filths of all hues and odours feem to tell " ° 55 

What flreet they fail'd from, by their light and fmeli 
I hev, as each torrent drives, with rapid force, 

1 10m Smith field or St.’Pulchre’s lhape their courfc. 
And in huge confluence join'd at Snowhill ridge, 

1 all from the Conduit prone to Holborn bridge. 60 
Sweepings from butchers flails, dung, guts, and"| 
blood, mud, j 

Drown'd puppies, ftinking fprats, all drench’d in I" 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling down I 
the flood. 5 j 






A Description of the MORNING. 


Written about the year 1712. 


*KTOW hardly here and there an hackney-coach 
Appearing, fhew'd the ruddy morn’s approach. 
Now Betty from her mafter’s bed had flown. 

And foftly Hole to difcompofe her own: 

The flipfliod ’prentice from his mafter’s door 5 
Ilad par d the dirt, and fprinkled round the llocr. 


* Thcfe three lafl lines were intended to ridicule the pra&ice of 
modern poets, who make three lines rhyme together, which they call 
triple:: ; and the laft line two or more fyllables longer than the reft, 
which they cal- an -le^andrine. Tiiefe triplets and alexandrines were 
brought in by Dryden and other poets in the> reign of Charles IT 
They were merely the effects of l.afte, idlenefs, and want of money* 
ano have been wholly avoided by the beff poets fincc thtfc verfes were 
written. 


Now 
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Now Moll had whirl’d her mop with dextrous airs 
Prepar’d to fcrub the entry and the hairs. 

The youth * with broomy humps began to trace 
The kennel’s edge, where wheels had worn the place. 
The fmall-coal man was heard with cadence deep 11 
Till drown’d in fhriller notes of chimney-fwecp: 
Duns at his Lordfliip’s gate began to meet: [hreet. 
And brick-duh Moll had feream’d thro’ half the 
The turnkey now his flock returning fees, 15 

Duly let out a-nights to heal for feds : 

The watchful bailiffs take their filent hands, 

And fchoolboys lag with fatchels in their hands. 

4jr <§• v •iy ■$• -& v* 

HORACE, Epift. vii. Book i. imitated, 

And addreffed to the Earl of Oxford f, in the 
year 1713!. 

H ARLEY, the nation’s great fupport. 

Returning home one day from court, 

(His mind with public cares poffeh. 

All Europe’s bus’nefs in his breah), 

1. Strenuus ct fartis, csufjlfque Philippus agenda 
Claras, nb officiis oilavam circitcr koram 
Dim redit - 


, * To find old nails. 

+ Rob.rt Harley, Efq; three times Speaker of the houfe of Com¬ 
mons, once in King William's reign, and twice in Qip-en Anne’s $ 
treated Baron Harley of Wigmore, Earl cf O::ford and Earl^ Morti¬ 
mer, the 24th f April 1711, and J-01J High Trcafurtr of England, 
on the 29th cf th? fai J month. 

^ In ti ls year the author was m^de D-'?n ot St. P trirk s, Dublin. 
See an account of his finl interview with Mr, Harley, in his letter to 
Dr. King, Oct. 10. 1710. 

Obferv d 
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Obferv'd a parfon near Whitehall 5 

Cheap’ning old authors on a Rail. 

The prieft was pretty well in cafe. 

And ihew’d fome humour in his face; 

Look'd with an eafy, carelefs mien, 

A perfect ftranger to the fpleen ; 1© 

Of iize that might a pulpit fill. 

But more inclining to fit ftill. 

My Lord (who, if a man may fay’t. 

Loves milchief better than his meat) 

Was now difpos’d to crack a jeft, 15 

And bid friend Lewis * go in queft, 

(This Lewis is a cunning fhaver, 

And very much in Harley’s favour). 

In queft, who might this parfon be, 

What was his name, of what degree, 20 

If pofllble, to learn his ftorv, 

And whether he were Whig or Tory. 

Lewis his patron’s humour knows, 

Away upon his errand goes, 

And quickly did the matter ftft; 25 

Found out that it was Doflor Swift; 

A clergyman of fpecial note 
For fhunning thole of his own coat; 

Which made his brethren of the gown 

Take care betimes to run him down: 30 


5. - Confpexit , i/t aiunt , 

Adrafum quendam vacua tonforis in umbra 
Cultcllo proprios pwgantem Icniter ungues. 

15. Dcmctri , (pucr hie non laeve juffa Philippi 

Accipicbat), abi, quaere , et refer: unde domo, quis, 
Cujus for tuna e , quo fit patre. quovc patrono ? 

23. 25. It, redit , etnarrat, Volteium nomine Matnam. 

* Erafmos Lewis, E.q j pirate fecretary to the T.arl of Or- 
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No libertine, nor over nice, 

Addicted to no fort of vice, 

Went where he pleas’d laid what he thought, 

Not rich, but ow’d no man a groat: 

In flate-opinions a la mode, 35 

He hated Wharton * like a toad. 

Had giv’n the f iction many a wound, 

And libell’d all the junto round; 

Kept company with men of wit, 

Who often father’d what he writ: 40 

His works were hawk’d in ev’ry itrect, 

But feldom rofe above a lheet : 

Of late indeed the paper ftamp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 

And, fince he could not fpend liis fire, 45 

He now intended to retire 
Said Harley, 1 defirc to know 
From Ids own mouth if this be fo ; 

Step to the Do&or hr ait, and lay, 

Fd have him dine with me to-day. 50 

Swift feem’d to wonder what he meant. 

Nor Avould believe my Lord had lent; 

So never offer'd once to ftir ; 

But coldly laid, Tour fervant> Sir . 


31 •- T<nui cenfu , fine crhnine return, 

Et proper arc loco , et cejfare , et quacrcrc , ct uti, 
Gaudentem - 

47. Scitari libct ex ipfo quodcunque refers. Die 
jdd coenam veniat . Non fane credere Macna ; 
Mirari fecum tacit us, 

54. Benigne , refpondet . 


* Tai l of Wharton, fath .r to ’.he Duke of Wharton who died in 
France, 


Does 
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l 5 oes he refufe me ? Harley cry’d : - - 

He does, with infolence and pride. 

Some few days after Harley fpies 
The Doctor, fatten’d by the eves 
At Charing-crofs, among the rout, 

Where painted monfters are hung out: 6© 

He pull’d the firing, and ftopt his coach, 
Beck’ning the Doctor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hide. 

Came fneaking to the chariot-iide, 

And offer’d many a lame excufc : 65 

He never meant the lea ft abufe- 

My Lord - the honour you defign d — 

Extremely proud - hut I had din'd -- 

I'm fure I never Jhould negleH - 

No man alive has more refpcdl - 

“ Well, I (hall think of that no more, 
tc If you’ll be lure to come at four.” 

The Doctor now obeys the fummons, 

Likes both his company and commons; 

Difplays his talent, fits till ten j - 

Next day invited comes again; 


55. Negat ille mi hi? 

56. - Negat improhuSy et te 

NcgUgit , aut horret . 

57 4 . - Volteium mane Ph 'lippu* 

Vilia vendentem tunicatoferuta popello 
Occupat , et falverejubet prior . 

65. - lUePhilipo 

Excufare laborem. -■- 

7 1 •- Sic igtioviffe puiato 

Me tibi, fi coenas hodie mccum . Ut libet . Ergo 
Pojl nonam venies —- 

74 • ^ ventum ad cacnam eft> dicenda, tacenda locu* 
tus. 

Tandem dormiturn dimittitur . Hie abi faepe 
Vol.VII. Y 


Soon 
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Soon grows domeilic; feldom fails 
Either at morning or at meals; 

Came early, and departed late : 

In lhort, the gudgeon took the bait. 8 e 

My Lord would carry on the jeft, 

And down to Windfor takes his gueft. 

Swift much admires the place and air r 
And longs to be a canon there ; 

In fummer round the park to ride, 85 

In winter, never to reiide. 

A canon ! that’s a place too mean ; 

No, Doctor, you Ihall be a Dean ; 

Two dozen canons round your ftall. 

And you the tyrant o'er them all: 9 ° 

You need but crofs the Irifli feas, 

To live in plenty, pow'r, and cafe. 

To or Swift departs ; and, what is worfe. 

With borrow’d money in his purfe; 

Travels at lead an hundred leagues, 9 ? 

And fuffers numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppolc him now a Dean complete, 

Devoutly lolling in his feat; 

J t o 7 B 

The lilvcr virge, with decent pride, 

Stuck underneath his cufliion-fide, 10 * 

Suppofe him gone through all vexations. 

Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 

Firft-fruits, and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 

Dues, payments, fees, demands, and-cheats^ 


Occuhum vifus dccurrere plfcis ad hamuift, 

Aline client ct jam certus conviva: -- 

81. - Jubctur 

blura fuburbana indiFtis comes ire Latinis. 
impojitus mannis , arvum coelumque Sabinum 
Non cejj'at laudare . 

87.-- Videt, ridetque Philip pus. 


(The 
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(The wicked laity’s contriving J0 - 

To hinder clergymen from thriving). 

Now all the Doctor’s money’s fpent. 

His tenants wrong him in his rent; 

The farmer’s fpitefully combin’d. 

Force him to take his tithes in kind ; no 

And Parvifol * difcounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs f. 

Foor 


icy.- Oi'es furto, morbo penert capellae; 

Span mentita jeges , bos ejl cnecius arando ; 


* The Dean’s agent, a Frenchman. 

+ Upon Dr. Swifts arrival in Ireland to take pofieflion of hij 
deanery, he found the violence of parry raging in that kingdom to the 
higheft degree. The common people were taught to look upon him 
as a Jacobite; and they proceeded lo far in their detection, as to 
throw flones and dirt at him as he patted through the ftreets. The 
chapter of St Patrick’s, like the rett of the kingdom, received him 
with great reluctance $ they thwarted him in every point that he pro- 
pofed. He was avoided as a pefrilencej he was oppofed as an in¬ 
vader ; he was marked out as an enunv to his country. Such was 
his firrt reception as Dean • f St. Patrick’s. Fewer talents, and lefs 
hrmnefs, muft have yielded to fo outrageous an oppofition \ fed contra 
audenticr ifrat. lie had feen enough of human nature, to be convin¬ 
ced, that the pafiions of low, felt intcreftrd minds ebb and flaw con¬ 
tinually. They love they know not whom, they hate they know not 
why: they are captivated by words, guided by names, and governed 
by accidents. Saibevercl end the church ha 4 been of as great fervice 
t(\or.e party in the year >710, as Popery ;-nd flave*y were to the o- 
ther in the year 1713. Bu r , to fhew the ftrangc rcvduti 'ns in this 
world. Dr. Swift, who was now the deteftation of the Irifn rabble, 
lived to be afterwards the m- ft abfolute monarch over thrm that ever 
governed men. 

His firft ftep war, to reduce to rcafon and obedienceTiis rev. brethren 
the chapter of St. Patrick’s : in which he fucceedeu fo perfect lv and 
fo fpcedily, that, in a fhoit time after his arrival, no: one member of 
that body offered to contradict him, even in trifles. Cn the con¬ 
trary, they held him in the higheft relpefl and veneration ; fo that 
he fat in the chapter-houfe, like Jupiter in the fynoa of the geds. 
Whether fear or conviction w ere the motives of fo immediate a change, 
I leave you to confider j but certain it is, 

I’lro Tboebi charm ajfurr exert t ctnr.is . 

V * 


However, 
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Poor Swift, with all his lofles vext, 

Not knowing where to turn him next, 

Above a thoufand pounds in debt, 115 

Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 
Hides day and night at fuch a rate 
He loon arrives at Harley’s gate; 

But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, 

Old Read * would hardly let him in. 120 

Said Harley, Welcome, Rev’rend Dean ; 

What makes your Worfliip look fo lean? 

Why, fure, you won’t appear in town 
In that old wig and rufty gown ? 

I doubt your heart is let on pelf 125 

So much that you negleft yourfelf. 

What ! I fuppofe now ltocks are high. 

You’ve fome good purchafe in your eye; 

Or is your money out at ufe ?- 

Truce, good my Lord, I beg a truce, 13a 

(The Doctor in a pafiion cry'd), 

Your raillery is miJapplv’d ; 

Experience I have dearly bought; 

You know I am not worth a groat t 


113 . Offcnfus damnis, media de nofie cab all urn 
Arripit , iratufque Philipli tendit adaedes . 

121 . Qjjemfnnulafpexit fcabrum intonfumque Philippas 
Durus, ait, Voltci , nimis attentufquc vide r is 
Ejfe mihi. 


However, Swift made ro longer a fay in Ireland, in the year 1713* 
than was requifteto eftablifh himfclt as Dean, and to pafs through 
certain cuftoms and formalities, or, to ufe his own words. 

- Tb-tu-b a'ivtxvtors. Sec , 1 . JCI. —104. Orrery . 

# The Lord T:eafurer’s porter. 


But 
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Put *tis a folly to conteft, 135 

When you refolve to have your jeft; 

Then, iince you now have done your worft, 

Pray leave me where you found me iirft *. 

1^6. Quod tc per genium , dcxtramquc y dcojque pcnates 
ObfecrOy et obtejhr , vitae me rcdtde priori . 


H GRACE, Lib. ii. Sat. 6. part of it 

IMITATED 

Written about the Year 1713. 


T’VE often wifh’d, that I had clear 
A For life fix hundred pounds a-year, 

A handfome houfe to lodge a friend, 

A river at my garden’s end, 

A terras walk, and half a rood j 

Of land fet out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, 

I alk not to increafe my ftore; 

1. Hoc erot in votis : modus agri non it a nmgnus, 
Hortns ubi y et teflo vicinus jugis aqiue f.ns, 

Et paulum filvae fuper his fot et. 

7.- Autlius atque 

DU melius feccre .— 

* In England, where he Teems by this peem to fol’cita lertlcment 
in the manner pecul ar to riin.fcif. 

+ This poem was written about the fame time with the preceding, 
and apparently with the Tame view. -It was afterwards en¬ 

larged by Mr. Poo:-, See Wat burton's edition of Pope’s works, 
Vol. 4. 


But 
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Rut fhould be perfectly content, 

Could I but live on this fide Trent, io 

Nor crofs the channel twice a-year 
To fpend fix months with JiateJmen here . 

I mud: by all means come to town, 

’Tis for the fervice of the crown. 

Lewis the Dean will be of ufe ; 15 

“ Send for him up, take no excufe.” 

The toil, the danger of the Teas, 

Great minifters ne’er think of thefe ; 

Or, let it cod: five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money’s found, 2® 

It is but io much more in debt, 

And that they ne’er confider’d yet. 

“ Good Mr. Dean , go change your gown, 
c< Let my Lord know you’re come to town.” 

I hurry me in hade away, 25 

Not thinking it is levee-day ; 

And find his honour in a pound, 

Hemm’d by a triple circle round, 

Checquer’d with ribands blue and green ; 

How fhould I thruft myfclf between ? 30 

Some wag obferves me thus perplext, 

And fmiling whifpers to the next, 

“ I thought the Dean had been too proud 
t( To jultle here among a croud.” 

Another in a furly dr, 33 

Tells me, 1 have more zeal than wit; 

So eager to exprefs your love, 

** You ne’er confider whom you flicve, 


17. Sivc rfquilo radit terras , fey. hruma nivalem 
Interiore diem gyro trahit , ire neccjfe eft . 

35* Quid vis > infane ^et quas res agisF improbus urget, 
Iratis precibuSy tit pulfes omne quod objiat . 
jdd Mec&natem memori fi meritc rccurr&s . 
Hocjuvat 3 etmellieft , non mentiar. —- 


<e But 
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f ‘ But rudely prefs before a Duke.” 

I own, Pm pleas’d with this rebuke. 

And take it kindly meant to (how 
What I deiire the word fhould know. 

I get a whifper and withdraw, 

When twenty fools I never faw 
Come with petitions fairly pcnn’d, 

Deliring I would hand their friend. 

This humbly offers me h:s cafe- 

That begs my int'reft for a place- 

An hundred other mens affairs 
Like bees are humming in my ears. 

“ To •morrow my appeal comes on, 

“ Without your help the caufe is gone”- 

r l he Duke expects my Lord and you 

About fome great affair at two- 

“ Put my Lord Eolingbroke in mind 
“ To get my warrant quickly fign’d : 

tc Confider, ’tis my firft requeft.”-- 

Be fatisfy’d. I'll do my beft : 

Then prefently he falls to teafe, 

“ You may for certain, if you pleafe; 

“ I doubt not, if his Lordlhip knew —— 

And, Mr. Dean, one word from you”- - - 

* f is (let nie fee) three years and more 
(October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me fir ft attend, 

And chofe me for an humble friend ; 

Would take me in his coach to chat, 

And queftion me of this and that; 




45 


5 ° 


55 


6s 


*5 


44 *- Aliena negotia centum 

Per caput et circa Jaliunt latus . 

^°* Si vis. potes. addit it injiat . 

63. Septimus oElavo propior jam fugerit annus, 

Ex quo Mecanas me coepit habere fuorum 
In mtmevo ; duntaxat id hoc , quern toilere rbeda 
rdiet iter faciens. et cui concredere m/gas. 


As, 
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As, “ What’s o’clock ?” and, How’s the wind ? 
i( Whofe chariot’s that we left behind ?” 70 

Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country -Jigns ; 

Or, “ Have you nothing new to-day 

From Pope, from Parnel, or from Gay ?” 

Such tattle often entertains 75 

My Lord and me as far as Stains, 

As once a-week we travel down 
To Wind for, and again to town, 

Where all that pafles inter nos 

Might be proclaim’d at Charing-crofs. 80 

Yet lome I know with envy fwell, 

Becaule they fee me us’d fo well: 

41 How think you of our friend the Dean ? 

I wonder what fome people mean ; 

“ My Lord and he are grown fo great, 85 

“ Always together, tete a fete, - 

What they admire him for his jokes- 

“ See but the fortune of fome folks ! ” 

There flies about a ftrange report 

Of fome exprefs arriv’d at court, 90 

I’m hopp’d by all the fools I meet, 

And catechis’d in ev’ry ftreet. 

“ You, Mr. Dear.y frequent the great; 

(t Inform us, will the Emp’rcr treat ? 

<c Or, do the prints and papers lie ?” 95 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 

“ Ah! Doctor, how you love to jelH 

“ ’Tis now no fecret”- 1 protelf 

’Tis one to me.— “ Then tell us, pray, 

“ When arc the troops to have their pay ? ” xco 

81.- Subjeflior in diem et horam 

Invidia. 

89. Frigidus a roftris manat per compita rumor; 
^uicunque obvrus me confuUt . 


And 
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And though I folcmnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 

I hey Hand amaz’d, and think me grown 
The clofeft mortal ever known. 

Thus in a Tea of folly toft, 10 - 

My choiceft hours of life are loft ; 

Yet always wifhing to retreat. 

Oh, could I fee my country feat! 

There leaning near a gentle brook, 

Sleep, or perufe fome ancient book ? j IO 

And there in fweet oblivion drown 

Thole cares that haunt the court and town f 

ioi. Jurantem me fcire nihil, mirantur, ut unum 
Scilicet cgregii mortalcm al'iquc filenti. 
io 3 . Or us, quando ego te afpiciam, quandoque liccbit 
ISunc veterum libris, nunc Jlmno , et inertibus 
horis 

Ducere foliicita jucunda cblivia vita ? 




* The happy Life of a Country-Parfon. 

In Imitation of Martial f. 

pArfon, thefe things in thy poflefling 
A Are better than the Biihop’s blefling, 

A wife that makes conferves ; a fteed 
That carries double when there’s neca; 

October ftore, and beft Virginia, * r 

lythe-pig, and mortuary guinea; * 

* ‘This ar<j the two following poems were wrote by Mr. Pope. 

Vol. VII. Z Gazettes 
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Gazettes fent gratis down and frank’d, 

For which thy patron’s weekly thank’d ; 

A large concordance, bound long fince ; 

Sermons to Charles the Firft when Prince ; io 
A chronicle of ancient {landing ; 

A Chryfoftom to fmooth thy hand in ; 

The Polyglott,—three parts,—my text,— 

Howbeit, — likewife—now to my next,— 

Lo here the Septuagint,—and Paul,— 15 

To fum the whole,—the clofe of all. 

He that has thefe, may pafs his life, 

Drink with the ’Squire, and kifs his wife; 

On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; 

And fafl on Fridays—if he will; 20 

Toaft Church and Queen, explain the news, 

Talk with church-wardens about pews, 

Pray heartily for fome new gift, 

And (hake his head at Dodlor Swift. 



* A TALE of Chaucer. 


Lately found in an old manufcript . 

■\T 70 men, though not fans lecherie, 

” Ne fwinken but with fecrecie : 

This in our tale is plain y-fond, 

Of clerk that wonneth in Irelond ; 

Which to the fennes hath him betake 5 

To filch the gray ducke fro the lake. 

Right then there paffen by the way. 

His aunt, and eke her daughters tway : 

Ducke in his trowzes hath he hent 
Not to be fpied of ladies gent. 10 

“ But ho ! our nephew, (crieth one), 
f ‘ Ho! quoth another, couzenjohn; 


And 
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And ftoppen, and lough, and callen out,- 

This fely clerk full low doth lout. 

They aiken that, and talken this. 15 

IC Lo here is coz , and here is Mi/s .” 

But as he gloz’d with fpeeches foote, 

The ducke fore tickleth his erfe roote ; 

Fore-piece and buttons all to-breft, 

Forth thruft a white neck and red creft. 2Q 

Tc-he , cry’d ladies ; clerke nought fpake ; 

Mifs ftar’d ; and gray ducke crieth quaake. 

11 O moder, moder, (quoth the daughter), 
iC Be thilke fame thing maids longen a’ter ? 

“ Bette is to pyne on coals and chalke. 1 $ 

<c Then truft on mon, whofe yerde can talke.” 

* The ALLEY. 

An Imitation of Spencer. 

TN evYv town where Thamis rolls his tide, 

“*■ A narrow pafs there is, with houfeslow; 
Where ever and anon the ftream is ey’d. 

And many a boat foft Hiding to and fro. 

There oft* are heard the notes of infant-wo, 5 
The fliort thick fob, loud fcream,and fhrillerfquall; 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children fo ? 
Some play, fome eat, fome cack againH: the wall, 
And, as they crouchen low, for bread and butter 
call. 

II. 

And on the broken pavement, here and there, io 
Doth many a {linking fprat and herring lie; 

A brandy and tobacco {hop is near. 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by; 

Z 2 And 
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And here a Tailor’s jacket hangs to dry. 

At ev’ry door are fun-burnt matrons feen, i^ 

Mending old nets to catch the fcaly fry : 

Now finging lhrill, and fcolding oft between ; 
Scolds anfwer foul-mouth’d fcolds; bad neighbour¬ 
hood, I ween. 

nr. 

1 he fnappifli cur (the paffengers annoy) 

Clofe at my heel with yelping treble iiies ; 20 

1 he whimp’ring girl, and hoarfer-fereaming boy, 
Join to the yelping treble, ihrilling cries: 

The fcolding quean to louder notes doth rife, 
her full pipes thofe Ihrilling cries confound ; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies ; 25 

I he grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round. 
And curs, girls, boys, and fcolds in the deep bafe 
are drown’d. 

IV. 

Hard by a flv, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days. 

Baikets of fifh at Bilingigate did watch, 30 

Cod, whiting, oyfter, mackrel, fprat, or plaice: 

I here learn’d fhe fpeech from tongues that never 
ceafe. 

Slander bdicle her, like a magpye, chatters, 

# With envy, (fpitting cat) dread foe to peace : 

Like a curs’d cur, Malice before her clatters, 35 
And, vexing ev’ry wight, tears cloaths and all to 
tatters. 

V. 

Her dugs were mark’d by ev’ry collier’s hand, 

Her mouth was black as bull-dogs at the ftall: 

She fcratch’d, bit, and fpar’d ne lace ne band ; 

And bitch and rogue her anfwer was to all; 40 

Nay, e’en the parts of fhame by name would call. 
Whene’er lhe palled by a lane or nook, 

VV ould greet the man who turn’d him to the wall. 
And by his hand obfccne the porter took, 

Nor never did alkance like modeft virgin look. 45 

Such 
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e VI. 

ouch place hath Deptford, navy-building town : 
Woolwich and Wapping, fmelling itrong of 
pitch ! 

Such Lambeth, envy 0 f each band and gown ; 

And Twick’nam luch, which fairerIcenes enrich, 
Grots, ftatues, urns, and Jo— n's dog and bitch : co 

Ne village is without on either fide, 

All up the filver Thames, or all a-down ; 

Ne Richmond’s felf, from whole tall front are 
ey’d 

Vales, fpires, meandring ftreams, and Windfor’s 
tow’ry pride. 




* The CAPON’s TALE. 

To a Lady who fathered her Lampoons 
upon her acquaintance. 

JN Yorklhire dwelt a fober yeoman,, 

Whofe wife, a clean, pains-taking woman, 

Fed numerous poultiy in her pens, 

And faw her cocks well ferve her hens. 

A hen fhe had, whofe tuneful clocks 5 

Drew after her a train of cocks; 

With eyes lo piercing, yet fo pleafant, 

You would have fworn this hen a phcafant. 

All the plum’d beau-monde round her gathers; 
Lord ! what a bruftling up of feathers ! 10 

Morning from noon there was no knowing. 

There was fuch flutt’ring, chuckling, crowing; 
Each forward bird mull thruft his head in, 

And not a cock but would be treading. 


Yet 
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Yet tender was this hen fo fair, 15 

And hatch’d more chicks than {he could rear. 

Our prudent dame bethought her then 
Of fome dry nurfe to fave her hen: 

She made a capon drunk 5 in fine, 

He eat the fops, flie lipp’d the wine; 20 

His rump well pluck d with nettles flings, 

And claps the brood beneath his wings. 

The feather’d dupe awakes content, 

O’erjoy d to fee what God had fent; 

Thinks he’s the hen, clocks, keeps a pother, 25 
A foolifh fofter-father-mother. 

Such, Lady Mary, are your tricks 5 
But fince you hatch, pray own your chicks ; 

You Ihould be better fkill’d in nocks, 

Nor, like your capons, ferve your cocks. 30 


VERSES written in a lady’s ivory table- 
book. 


Written in the year 1706. 


TDErufe my leaves thro’ ev’ry part, 

A And think thou feeft my owner’s heart, 
Scrawl’d o’er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fenlelefs, and as light ; 

Expos’d to ev’ry coxcomb’s eyes, 

But hid with caution from the wife. 

Here you may read, Dear charming faint , 
Beneath, A nevj receipt for paint : 

Her in beau-fpelling, Tru tel deth ; 

There in her own, Far an el brcth : 


5 


10 

Here 
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Here, Lovely nymph , pronounce my doom : 
There, A fife way to ufe perfume : 

Here a page fill'd with billetdoux : 

On t’other tide. Laid out for Jboes ; 
Madam , I die without your grace ; 

Item, for half a yard oj lace . 

Who that had wit would place it here. 
For ev’ry peeping fop to jeer ? 

In pow’r of fpittle, and a clout, 
Whene'er he pleafe, to blot it out; 

And then to heighten the difgrace. 

Clap his own nonfenfe in the place. 
Whoever experts to hold his part 
In fuch a book, and fuch a heart. 

If he be wealthy and a fool, 

Is in all points the fitteft tool ; 

Of whom it may be juftly faid. 

He’s a gold pencil tipp’d with lead. 


1*3 


*5 


20 


*5 




Mrs, 





} 8 4 miscellanies in verse. 

Mrs. HARRIS’S PETITION* 


Written in the year 1701. 


To their Excellencies, 


The Lords Justices of Ireland -f. 

The humble petition of Frances Harris > 

Who mujl Jtarve y and die a maid 9 if it mifcarries 9 


Humbly Jbeiveth y 

T HAT I went to warm myfelf in Lady Betty’s J 
chamber, becaufe I was cold ; 

And I had in a purfe feven pounds four (hillings and 
fix-pence, befides farthings, in money and gold; 


* When the Earl of Berkeley was one of the Lords Juflices of 
Ireland, Swift's irue poetical vain (Pindaric flights being entirely out 
of rhe road of his talents) began to difeover itfelf in fume occafi>nal 
pieces which hp writ in thofc times, particularly in the Ballad on the 
game of traffic [vol. 8.J, in the Ballad to the tune of the cut- 
purfe, and in Mrs- Harris’s petition. Thefe poems are all wrong dat¬ 
ed in the feveral editions of his works, * It appears to a demonftration 
they were all written in the year 1699.'— The petition of Mrs. Harris, 
although it may be ranked in that daft of poety which is called low 
humour, is full ot mirth and raillery. The Do&or himfelf and Mrs, 
Harris, are the two principal charters, againft whoqa he ridicule is 
immediately pointed. However, there is one beautiful ftioke ol na¬ 
ture in »his poem worthy to be.remarked, which in the way of cha- 
ra£ktiflng can never be excelled by any effort of genius. Do but ob- 
ferve the anfwer of the old deaf housekeeper in the following lines: 

Then my dame Wadgar came, &c. 1. 25. to 1 , 29, 

In one word, whoever can read this petition ol Mrs. Harris without 
feeling fome extraordinary pleafurc, hath inmy opinion, neither wit, 
humour, judgement, nor any tafte for poetry in his whole compofi- 
tjon. Swift. 

+ Earl of Berkeley, and Earl of Galway. 

J Lady Betty Berkeley, 

So, 
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So, becaufe I had been buying things for my Lady 
laft night, 

I was refolv’d to tell my money, to fee if it was 
right. 

JNow, you mu ft know, bccaufe my trunk has a ^ 
very bad lock, , 

Therefore all the money I have, which, God^ 
knows, is a very fmall ftock, 

I kept in my pocket, ty’d about my middle, next 
to my fmock. J 

So, when I went to put up my purfe, as God would 
have it, my fmock was unript. 

And, inftead of putting it into my pocket, down 
it flipt : 

Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my 
Lady to bed; xo 

And, God knows, I thought my money was as 
fafe as my maidenhead. 

So, when I came up again, I found my pocket feel 
very light : 

But when I fearch’d, and mifi'd mv nurfe, Lord ] 

I thought I ihould have funk outright. 

Lord ! Madam, fays Mary, how d’ye do? Indeed, 
fays I, never worfe. 

But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done with* 
my purfe ? L - 

Lord help me! {kid May, I never din’d out of this 
place : 

Nay faid I, I had it in Lady Betty’s chamber, that’s 
a plain cafe. 

So Mary got me to bed, and cover’d me up warm : 
However, ftie ftole away my garters, that I might 
do myfelf no harm. 

So I tumbled and tofs’d all night, as you may very 
well think, 20 

But hardly ever yet fet my eyes together, or flept a 
wink. 


Vol VII. 


A a 


So 
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bo I was a-dream’d, methought, that we went and 
fearch’d the folks round, 

And in a corner of Mrs. Duke’s box ty d in a rag 
the money was found. 

So next morning we told Whittle*, and he fell 
a-fwearing; 

Then my Dame Wadger f came 5 3iul >’ ou 
know, is thick of hearing: 2 5 

Dame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 
what a lofs I have had ? 

Nay, faidfhe, my Lord Colvvay’s % folks are all ve¬ 
ry fad 5 

For my Lord Dromedary || comes a Tuefday with¬ 
out fail. 

Pugh ! faid I, but that’s not the bus’nefs that 1 

ail. . 

Says Cary **, fays he, I have been a fcrvant this 
live and twenty years, come fpring, 3 ° 

And in all the places I liv’d i never heard of fuch a 
tiling. 

Yes, fays the fteward, I remember, when I was at 
my Ladv Shrewfbury’s, 

Such a thing as this happen’d juft about the time of 
goofeberries. 

So I went to the party fufpecled, and I found her 
full of grief, 

(Now you muft know", of all things in the world, i 
hate a thief). 35 

However, I was revived to bring the difcouiie lhly 
about: 

Mrs. Dukes ft, faid I, here’s an ugly accident lias 
happen’d out : 


f 

f 

It 


Karl of Berkeley's valet. 

The old deaf houfekeeper. 

Galway. . , . 

Dr-heoa, who, with the Primate, was to fuccacd the 


Karls. 

** Cleik of the kitchen. 

A- fcrvant, wife to one of the footmen. 


two 
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’Tis not that I value the money three fkips of a 
loufe ; 

But the thing I ftand upon is the credit of the 
houfe. 

’I is true, feven pounds four {hillings and hx-pence 
makes a great hole in my wages : 40 

Beficles, as they fay, fervice is no inheritance in 
thefe ages. 

Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body un- 
derftands, 

That tho’ 'tis hard to judge, yet money can’t go 
without hands. 

The devil take me, faid ihe, (blefiing herfelf), if 
ever I faw’t! 

So flie roar’d like a bedlam, as though I had call’d 
her all to naught. 45 

So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 

1 e’en left her, and came away as wife as I was be¬ 
fore, 

Well, but then they would have had me gone to the 
cunning man : 

No, fiid I, 'tis the fame thing, the chaplain will be 
here anon. 

So the chaplain * came in. Now, the fervants fay 
he is my fweetheart, 50 

Becaufe he’s always in my chamber, and I always 
take his part. 

So, as the devil would have it, before I was aware, 
out I blunder’d, 

Parlon, laid 1, can you call a nativity, when a 
body’s plunder’d ? 

(Now, you mu if know, he hates to be call'd par- 
fon like the devil) 

Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you 
to be more civil: r r 


An ufual faying of hers. 
* The au'hor, 


A a 2i 


If 




1 88 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE, 

If your money be gone, as a learned divine fays, 
d’ye fee, 

1 ou are no text for my handling ; fo take that from 
me : 

I was never taken for a conjurer before, I’d have 
you to know. 

Lord! faid I, don’t be angry, I am fure I never 
thought you fo; 

- ou know, 1 honour the cloth ; I defign to be a 
parfon’s wife ; fo 

l never took one in your coat for a conjurer in all 
my life. 

Yv ith that he twilled his girdle at me like a rope, as 
who Ihould fay. 

Now you may go hang yourfelf forme, and fo went 

away. 

A\ ell : 1 thought I fhould have fwoon’d. Lord ! 
laid I, what fhall I do ? 

I have loll all my money, and fhall lole my true 
love too. fo 

Then my Lord call’d me : Harry *, faid my Lor/, 
don’t cry, 

I’ll give you fomething towards thy lofs: and fays 
my Lady, fo will I. 

Oh! but, faid I, what if, after all, my chaplain 
won’t come to ? 

1 or that, he faid, (an’t pleafe your Excellencies), I 
mull petition you. 

fhe p re mi lies tenderly confider’d, I delire your 
Excellencies protection, ' y Q 

And that I may have a lhare in next Sunday’s col¬ 
lection ; 

And, over and above, that I may have your Ex¬ 
cellencies letter, 

YY ith an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, in- 
llead of him a better : 

* A cant word of my Lord and Lady to Mrs Harris. 


And 
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And then your poor petioner both night and dav. 
Or the chaplain, (for 'tis his trade) as in duty 
bound, ihall ever pray. 

1 J I V 




Lady Betty Berkeley , finding in the author's room Come 
verfes unfinifhedy under-writ a fianza of her own, 
ivith raillery upon him ; •which gave occafion to this 
ballady written by the author in a counterfeit hand , 
as if a third per fen had done it. 

Written in the year 1703. 


To the Tune of The cutpurfe . 

O NCE on a time, as old (lories rehearfe, 

A friar would needs (hew his talent'in La¬ 
tin : 

But was forely put to’t in the midft of a verfe, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come pat In : 

Then all in the place - 

He left a void fpace. 

And fo went robed in a defperate cafe : 

When behold the next morning a wonderful riddle ! 
He found it was ftrangely fill’d up in the middle. 
Chorus. Let cenjwring critics then think what they 
lift ont ; ,o 

IVho would not write verfes with fuch an 
afiijlant ? 


C n!f d ’ A ba,lad cn S*®* of t;afic, and m 
be round among the pofthumous poetry. 


This 
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II. 

This put me the friar into an amazement ; 

For he wifely confider'd it mull be a fprite. 

That came thro’ the key-hole, or in at the cafement; 
And it needs muft be one that could both read 
and write ; 15 

Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or foe, 

Or whether it came from above or below : 
Howe’er, it was civil in angel or elf, 19 

For he ne’er could have till’d it fo well of himfelf. 
Cho. Let ca faring, &c. 

III. 

Even fo Matter Dcftor had puzzled his brains 
In making a ballad, but was at a ftand : 

He had mix’d little wit with a great deal of pains ; 
When he found a new help from invifibie hand. 

Then good Defter Swift, 26 

Pay thanks for the gift. 

For you freely mult own you were at a dead lift: 
And, though fome malicious young fpirit diddo’t. 
You may know by the hand it herd no cloven foot, 

• Cho. Let cert faring, &c. 


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

VANBRUGH’s HOUSE; 

Built from the ruins of Whitehall that was 
burnt. 


Written in the year 1706. 


|N times of old, when time was young. 
And poets their own verfes fung. 
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A verfe could draw a bone or beam, 

That now would overload a team ; 

Lead them a dance of many a mile, 5 

Then rear them to a goodly pile. 

Each number had its different pow’r; 

Heroic drains could build a tow’r; 

Sonnets, or elegies to Chloris, 

Might raife a houfe about two dories ; 10 

A lyric ode would date; a catch 
Would tile ; an epigram would thatch. 

But, to their own, or landlord’s cod, 

Now poets feel this art islod. 

Not one of all our tuneful throng 15 

Can raife a lodging for a long : 

For Jove confider’d well the cafe, 

Obferv’d they grew a nujn’rous race ; 

And fhould they build as fad as write, 

’Twould ruin undertakers quite. 20 

This evil therefore to prevent, 

] Ie wifely change’d their element: 

On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade; 

Leaving the wits the fpacious air, 25 

With licence to build caftles there : 

And, ’tis conceiv’d, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thence. 

Premidng thus, in modern way. 

The better half we have to fay: 30 

Sing, Mufe, the houfe of poet Van 
In higher drains than we began. 

Van (for ’tis fit the reader know it) 

Is both a herald and a poet; 

No wonder then if nicely {kill’d 35 

In both capacities to build. 

As herald, he can in a day 
Repair a houfe * gone to decay; 


# Houfe, familjr. 


Or 
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Or by atcbievement, arms, device. 

Erect a new one in a trice ; 40 

And as a poet, he has lkill 
To build in fpeculation ftill. 

Great Jove ! he cry’d, the art reftore 
To build by verfe as heretofore, 

And make my mufe the architefl; 45 

What palaces lhall we ereft ! 

No longer lhall forfaken Thames 
Lament his old Whitehall in flames; 

A pile fliall from its afhes rife, 

Fit to invade or prop the Ikies. 50 

Jove fmil’d, and like a gentle god, 

Confenting with the ufual nod, 

1 'old Van, he knew his talent bell:, 

And left the choice to his own breaft. 

So Van refoiv’d to write a farce ; 55 

But, well perceiving wit was fcarce, 

With cunning that defect fupplies ; 

Takes a French play as lawful prize ; 

Steals thence his plot and ev’ry joke, 

Not once fufpecting Jove would fmoke; 60 

And (like a wag) fat down to write, 

Would whifper to liimfeif, a bite. 

Then from the motley, mingled ftyle 
Proceeded to ere£t his pile. 

So men of old, to gain renown, did 65 

Build Babel with their tongues confounded. 

Jove faw the cheat, but thought it befc 
To turn the matter to a jefl: : 

Down from Olympus’ top he Aides, 

Laughing as if he’d hurft his Tides : 70 

Ay, thought the god, are thefe your tricks ? 

Why then old plays deferve old "bricks ; 

And fince your fparing of your fluff, 

Your building lhall be fmall enough. 

He fpake, and, grudging, lent his aid : 75 

FhV experienced bricks that knew their trade, 

(As 
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(As being bricks at fecond hand), 

Novv r move, and now in order hand. 

The building, as the poet writ, 

Rofe in proportion to liis wit : 

And firft the prologue built a wall, 

So wide as to encompafs all. 

The fcene, a wood, produce’d no more 
I ban a few fcrubby trees before. 

1 lie plot as yet lay deep; and fo 
A cellar next was dug below: 

But this a work fo hard was found, 
iwo acVs it coft him under ground. 

Two other acts, we may prefume, 

Vv ere fpent in building each a room. 

Thus far advance’d, he made a fhift 
I o raife a roof with aft the fifth. 

The epilogue behind, did frame 
A place not decent here to name. 

Now poets from all quarters ran 
To fee the houfe of brother Van ; 

Look’d high and low, walk’d often round; 
But no fuch houfe was to be found. 

One afks the watermen hard by, 

“ Where may the poet’s palace lie ?** 
Another of the Thames inquires. 

If he has feen its gilded fpires ? 

At length they in the rubbifh fpy 
A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 

Thither in hafte the poets throng, 

And gaze in filent wonder long> 

Till one in raptures thus began 
To praife the pile and builder Van. 

lhrice happy poet! who mayft trail 
Thy houfe about thee like a fnail; 

Or, harnefs’d to a nag, at eafe 
Take journeys in it, like a chaile; 

Or in a boat, whene’er thou wilt. 

Can ft make it ferve thee for a tilt. 
Vol.VII. Bb 
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Capacious 
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Capacious lioufc ! ’tis own’d by all, 115 

Thour’t well contriv’d, though thou art fmall: 

For ev’ry wit in Britain’s ille 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile. 

Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign, 

Thy mother burnt, art born again, 120 

Born like a Phoenix from the flame ; 

But neither bulk nor lhape the fame : 

As animals of large ft fize 

Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies; 

A type of modern wit and ftvle, 125 

“ The rubbifh of an ancient pile.” 

So chy mills boaft they have a pow’r 
From the dead allies of a fiow’r 
Some faint refemblance to produce, 

But not the virtue, taffe, or juice. * 3 ° 

So modern rhymers wifely blall 
The poetry of ages paft; 

Which, after they have overthrown, 

They from its ruins build their own. 


The HISTORY of VANBRUGII’s House. 


Written in the year ijo8 . 


\T7TIen mother Clud had rofe from play, 
* * And call’d to take the cards away, 
Van law, but feem’d not to regard, 

How Mils pick’d every painted card, 

And, bufy both with hand and eye. 

Soon rear’d a houfe too dories high. 

Van’s genius, without thought or lecture. 

Is hugely turn’d to architefture : 


He 
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He view’d the edifice, and fmiPd, 

Vow’d it was pretty for a child: 

It was fo perfect in its kind, 

He kept the model in his mind. 

But when he found the boys at play, 
And faw them dabbling in their clay. 

He Rood behind a Rail to lurk, 

And mark the progrels of their work, 
With true delight obferv’d them all 
Raking up mud to build a wall. 

The plan he much admir’d, and took 
The model in his table-book; 

Thought himfelf now exactly fkill’d. 

And fo refolv’d a houfc to build : 

A real houfe, with rooms, and ftairs, 

Five times at lea ft as big as theirs ; 

Taller than Mifs’s by two yards; 

Not a fham thing of clay or cards. 

And fo he did ; for ii> a while 
He built up fuch a monftrous pile, 

That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 

Still at Whitehall it hands in view. 

Juft in the place where fir ft it grew . 

There all the little lchoolboys run, 
Envying to fee themfelves out-done. 

From fuch deep rudiments as thefe, 

Van is become by due degrees 

For building fam’d, and juftly reckon’d 

At court Vitruvius the fecond : 

No wonder, fince wife authors fhow, 

That beft foundations muft be low; 

And now the Duke * has wifely ta'en him 
To be his architect at Blenheim. 


*95 

ic 


20 


O 


40 


* The Duke of Marlborough, to whom Q^Anr.e gave the palace 
of Woo.tiVck, for his Grace’s victory over the French a r :d Bavarians 
at Blenheim, Aug. 2. 1704. 
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But, raillery for once apart, 

If this rule holds in ev’ry art; 

Or if his grace were no more lkill’d in 
The art of batt’ring walls than building, 
We might expetR to fee next year 
A moufe-trap man chief engineer. 


The Virtues of SID HAMET the Magician’s 
Rod f. 


Written in the year 1712. 


HE rod was but a harmlefs wand, 



**• While Mofes held it in his hand; 

But, foon as e’er he laid it down, 

’Twas a devouring ferpent grown. 

Our great magician, Hamet Sid, * 

Reverfes what the prophet did : 

His rod was honeR Engliih wood, 

That fenfelefs in a corner Rood, 

Till metamorphos’d by his grafp. 

It grew an all-devouring afp ; 1© 

Would hils, and Ring, and roll, and twiR, 

By the mere virtue of his fift; 

But when he laid it down, as quick 
Refum’d the figure of a Rick. 

So to her midnight-feaft the hag 1 - 

Rides on a broom-Rick for a nag, 

That, rais’d by magic of her breech, 

O’er fea and land conveys the witch ; 

t The ftaffof Lord Treafurcr Codolphin, uhich, on the 29th of 
May 171 t y was given to Robert Horlcj, Earl of Oxford. 


But 
























But with the morning-dawn refumes 
The peaceful ftate of common brooms. 

rhey tell us fomething ftrange and odd 
About a certain magic rod, 

That, bending down its top, divines 
Whene'er the foil has golden mines *; 
Where there are none, it ftands ere£t, 
Scorning to fhew the lead: refpedt; 

As ready was the wand of Sid 
To bend where golden mines were hid; 

In Scottish hills found precious oref, 
Where none e’er look’d for it before ; 
And by a gentle bow divin’d 
1 low well a cully’s purfe was lin’d ; 

To a forlorn and broken rake, 

Stood without motion, like a flake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown’d 
For charms above and under ground; 

To deep could mortal eyelids lix. 

And drive departed fouls to Styx. 

That rod was juft a type of Sid’s, 

Which o’er a Britilh fenate’s lids 
Could fcatter opium full as well, 

And drive as many fouls to hell. 

Sid’s rod’s was ftender, white, and tall, 
Which oft he us’d to fifli withal ; 

A plaice was faften’d to the hook. 

And many fcore of gudgeons took: 

Yet ft ill fo happy was his fate. 

He caught lus iiih, and fav’d his bait. 

Sid’s brethren of the conj’ring tribe 
A circle with their rod deferibe. 


20 


2S 


3 ° 


35 


40 


4 ? 


5 ° 


* The virgvla divirta, or divining rrd, is tiefetibed to be a forked* 
brjnrh or a hazd or willow, two feet and an half long. Tt is to be 
hi-Jd in the palms of the hand-, with tne fmglc end elevated about 
eighty degree, and in this p.lition is hid to be --.Traded by minerals 
and fprings, fo as by a forcible inclination to direct where they are to 
be found. 

f Suppofed to a’.laie to lb? union of thr two kingdoms. 
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Which proves a magical redoubt 
To keep mifchievous fpirits out. 

Sid’s rod was of a larger ftride, 

And made a circle thrice as wide, 

Where fpirits throng’d with hideous din, 55 

And he Rood there to take them in : 

But when th’ inchanted rod was broke, 

They vanilli’d in a (linking fmoke. 

Achilles’ fceptre was of wood, 

Like Sid’s, but nothing near fo good ; 6© 

That down- from ancestors divine 
Transmitted to the hero’s line ; 

Thence, through a long defeent of kings, 

Came an heir-loom, as Homer lings. 

Though this defeription looks fo big, 

That fceptre was a faplefs twig, 

Which from the fatal day, when fir ft 
It left the fore ft where ’twas nurs’d. 

As Homer tells 11s o’er and o’er, 

Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloffom bore. 7© 

Sid’s fceptre, full of juice, did lhoot 
In golden boughs, and golden fruit; 

And he, the dragon, never fteeping, 

Guarded each fair Hefperian pippin. 

No hobby-horfe, with gorgeous top, 75 

The deareft in Charles Mather’s lliop *, 

Or glitt’ring tinfcl of May-fair, 

Could with this rod of Sid compare. 

Dear Sid, then why wert thou fo mad 
To break thy rod like naughty lad ? 80 

You fhould have kifs'd it in your diftrefs, 

And then return’d it to your miftrefs; 

Or made it a Newmarket fwitcli. 

And not a rod for thy own breech. 

But, fince old Sid has broken this, 85 

His next may be a rod in pifs. 


* An eminent toyman in Fleet ftreqt. 


ATLAS; 
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ATLAS; 

O R, 

The MINISTER of STAT E. 

To the Lord Treafurer Oxford. 

Written in the year 17 12. 

A TLAS, we read in ancient fong, 

Was fo exceeding tall and ftrong, 

He bore the Ikies upon his back, 

Juft as a pedlar does his pack: 

But, as a pedlar overprefs’d 5 

Unloads upon a ftall to reft, 

Or, when he can no longer ftand 
Deftres a friend to lend a hand; 

So Atlas, left the pond’rous fpheres 

Should fink, and fall about his ears, 10 

Got Hercules to bear the pile, 

That he might fit and reft a while. 

Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong, 

Nor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great ftatefmen are in this condition ; ! 5 

And Atlas is a politician, 

A premier minifter of ftate : 

Alcides one of fecond rate. 

Suppofe then Atlas ne’er fo wife, 

Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 2c 

Too long upon his Angle fhoulders, 

Sink down he muft, or find upholders. 


The 
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The Description of a SALAMANDI 
Out of Pliny's Natural Hiflory, lib . io. c. 6 


lib . 29. r. 4. 


Written in the year 1706. 


S malliff dogs in modern phrafe arc 



Call’d Pompev, Scipio, and Caefar ; 

As pyes and daws are often fly I’d 
With Chriflian nicknames, like a child 5 
As we fay Monlieur to an ape, 

Without offence to human fliape; 

So men have got from bird and brute 
Names that would beft their natures fuit. 

The lion, eagle, fox, and boar, 

Were heroes titles heretofore. 

Bellow’d as hi’roglyphics fit 

To fliew their valour, ftrength, or writ: 

For what is underflood by fame, 

Befldes the getting of a name? 

But, e’er fince men invented guns, 

A diff’rent way their fancy runs : 

To paint a hero, we inquire 

For fomething that will conquer hre. 

* This exceflivc bitter defcription of a fahmander was oc« 
by the Duke of Marlborough’s giving that appellation to Lon 
after he had come off vi&oriou , and without a wound, from 
gagement with part of the French army, whole fire was fo ex 
brilk, and l'o inceffantly poured in upon the En'liih foices, 
was fuppoLd nothing but a fahmander cothd have lived in th 
of it. Swift. 
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V ould you defcribe Turenne * ** or Trump f ? 
1 liink of a bucket or a pump. 

Are thefe too low ?—then find out grander 
Call my Lord Cutts a Salamander t, 

Tis well;—but hnce we live among 
Detractors with, an evil tongue. 

Wlio may object againft the term, 

Pliny fhall prove what we affirm ; 

Pliny fhall prove, and we’ll apply, 

And I’ll be judg’d by ftanders-by. 

Firft, then, our author has defin’d 
This reptile of the ferpent kind, 

With gaudy coat, and filming train ; 

But loathfome fpots his body ftain : 

Out from fome hole obfcure he flies. 

When rains defcend, and tempefts rife. 

Till the fun clears the air; and then 
Crawls back neglected to his den. 

So, when the war has rais’d a ftorm, 

I’ve feen a fnake in human form, 

All ftain’d with infamy and vice, 

Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 

Burnifh, and make a gaudy fhow. 

Become a gen’ral, peer, and beau, 

Till peace hath made the Iky lerenc; 

Then fhrink into its hole again. 

■All this we grant - why then took yonder. 

Sure that mujl be a falamander ! 


* The famous Marechal Turenne, General of the French for¬ 
ces, faid to have been the greateft commander of the age. 

,i ^ an Trump, Admiral of the Stales Geneial in their laft war 
with England, eminent for his courage and his victories. 

X Lord Cutts.. Salamander was a name given him by his flatter¬ 
ers, upon his having furvived an engagement in which "he flood an 
lnceflTant fire for many hours. Fie as faid frequently 10 have lam nted 

hitnfelf in thefe terms: “ G—J d—n my bl-Id, I'm the mod 

** unlucky dog u^o.i earth ; for I never engaged an enemy without 
being wounded, noi a whore without being p—x’d.” 


Vol.VII. 
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Farther, we are by Pliny told, 

This ferpent is extremely cold; 

So cold that, put it in the fire, 

’Twill make the very flames expire : 5 9 

Beiides, it fpues a filthy froth 

(Whether through rage, or luft, or both) 

Of matter purulent and white, 

Which happening on the fkin to light. 

And there corrupting to a wound, 55 

Spreads leprofy and baldncfs round. 

So have I feen a batter’d beau,^ 

By age and claps grown cold as fnow, 

Whofe breath or touch, where’er he came. 

Blew out love’s torch, or chill’d the flame : 6p 

And fhould fome nymph who ne’er was cruel. 

Like Charleton cheap, or fam’d Du-Ruel, 

Receive the filth which he eje&s,^ 

She foon would find the fame eftefbs 

Her tainted carcafe to purfue, 65 

As from the falamander’s fpue; 

A dilinal iliedding of her locks. 

And, if no leprofy, a pox. 

Then I'll appeal to each by-JIarJer , 7P 

If this be mi a falamander ? 




* The 
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* The ELEPHANT; 

Or, The PARLIAMENT-MAN, 

Written many Years fince. 

Taken from Coke's Institutes. 

‘C'RE bribes convince you whom to chufe. 

The precepts of Lord Coke perule. 

Obferve an elephant, fays he, 

And let like him your member be: 

Firft, take a man that’s free from gall: 5 

For elephants have none at all: 

In flocks or parties he mull keep; 

For elephants live juft like fheep : 

Stubborn in honour he muft be ; 

For elephants ne’er bend the knee : 10 

Laft, let his memory be found, 

In which your elephant’s profound 5 
That old examples from the wife 
May prompt him in his No’s and Ay’s. 

Thus the Lord Coke hath gravely writ, 1 j 
In all the form of lawyers wit; 

And then with Latin, and all that. 

Shews the comparifon is pat. 

Yet in fome points my Lord is wrong: 

One’s teeth are fold, and t’ other’s tongue : 
hfow men of parliament, God knows, 

Are more like elephants of fliows, 

*Whofe docile memory and fenfe 
Arc turn’d to trick, to gather pence. 

C c a To 
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1 o get their mailer half a crown, 
r i hev fjpread their flag, or lay it down, 

I hole who bore bulwarks on their backs, 

And guarded nations from attacks. 

Now praclrle every pliant gefture, 

Op’ning their trunk for every teller. 

Siam, for elephants fo fam’d, 

Is not with England to be nam’d : 

There elephants by men are fold ; 

Ours fell themfelves, and take the gold. 

An Elegy cn the fuppofed Death of Par¬ 
tridge the Almanack-maker *. 


ELL ; ’tis as Bickerftaff has guefr, 

1 hough we all took it for a jell: 
Partridge is dead ; nay more, he dv’d 
Ere he could prove the good ’Squire ly’d. 
Strange, an allrologer fhould die 
Without one wonder in the iky ! 

Not one of all his crony liars 
1 o pay their duty at his herfe ! 

No meteor, no eclipfe appear’d ! 

N o comet with a flaming beard ! 

I he fun has rofe, and gone to bed. 

Juft as if Partridge were not dead ; 

Nor hid himfelf behind the moon, 

To make a dreadful night at noon. 

He at fit periods walks through Aries, 
Howe’er our earthly motion varies; 

And twice a-year he’ll cut th’ equator. 

As if there had been no fuch matter. 


dcath ’ " hich bridge averred to be fiJfc, 
and Bickerflaft defended as true, voJ. 4. 


Some 
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Some wits have wonder’d what analogy 
There is ’twixt cobling * and aftrology; 
How Partridge made his optics rife 
From a Ihoe-lole to reach the Ikies. 

A lift the cobler’s temples ties, 

To keep the hair out of his eyes; 

From whence ’tis plain, the diadem 
1 hat princes wear derives from them : 
And therefore crowns are now-a-days 
Adorn’d with golden Bars and rays*/ 
Which plainly ihews the near alliance 
1 wixt cobling and the planets fcience. 

Befides, that flow-pace'd fign Bootes, 

As *tis mifcall’d, we know not who ’tis : 

But Partridge ended all difputes; 

He knew his trade, and call’d it f boots. 

The horned moon, which heretofore 
Upon their (hoes the Romans wore, 

Whofe widenefs kejit their toes from corns. 
And whence we claim our fhoeing-horns. 
Shews how the art of cobling bears 
A near refemblance to the fpheres. 

A ferap of parchment hung by geometry 
(A great refinement in barometry) 

Can, like the ftars, foretel the weather ; 
And what is parchment eife but leather ? 
Which an aftrologer might ufe 
Either for almanacks or fhoes. 

Thus Partridge, by his wit and parts. 

At once did pra&ife both thefe arts: 

And as the boading owl (or rather 
The bat, becaufe her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by night. 

And flies about the candle-light; 

So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell, 
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* Paitridge was a cohler. 


t S.e his . laanack. 
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And in his fancy fly as far, 55 

To peep upon a twinkling Aar. 

Befides, he could confound the fpheres. 

And let the planets by the ears; 

To Anew his ikill, he Mars could join 

To Venus in afpeft malign ; 60 

Then call in Mercury for aid, 

And cure the wound that Venus made* 

Great fcholars have in Lucian read, 

When Philip King of Greece was dead. 

His* foul and fpirit did divide, 65 

And each part took a different fide: 

One rofe a Aar ; the other fell 
Beneath, and mended Ihoes in hell. 

Thus Partridge Aill ihincs in each art. 

The cobling and Aar-gazing part, 70 

And is inAall’d as good a Aar 
As any of the Csefars are. 

Triumphant Aar ! fome pity fhow, 

On coblers militant below, 

Whom roguifli boys in Aormy nights 75 

Torment, by pilling out their lights, 

Or through a chink convey their fmokc 
Inclos’d artificers to choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy fphere, 

Mayfi follow Aill thy calling there. 

To thee the Bull will lend his hide. 

By Phoebus newly tann’d and dry’d: 

For thee they Argo’s hulk will tax, 

And ferape her pitchy fides for wax; 

Then Ariadne kindly lends 8j 

Her braided hair to make thee ends: 

The point of Sagittarius’ dart 
Turns to an awl by heav’nly art ; 

And Vulcan, wheedled by hi* wife. 

Will forge for thee a paring-knife. f)0 


For 
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For want of room by Virgo’s fide, 

She’ll ftrain a point, and fit aftride *, 

To take thee kindly in between; 

And then the figns will be thirteen. 

The EPITAPH. 

' c TJTERE, five feet deep, lies on his back 
a LX A Cobler, Starmonger, and Quack; 
fC Who to the liars, in pure good-will, 

“ Does to his beft, look upward ftill. 

Ct Weep, all you cuftomers that ufe 5 

“ His pills, his almanacks, or fhoes : 

“ And you that did your fortunes feek, 
fC Step to his grave but once a-week : 

“ This earth, which bears his body’s print, 

“ You’ll find has fo much viitue in’t, 10 

“ That I durft pawn my ears ’twill tell 
<€ Whate’er concerns you full as well. 

In phyfic, ftolen goods, or love, 

“ As he himfelf could, when above.” 



* Verses to be prefixed before Bernard 
Lintot’s New Mifcellany f. 

COME Colinaeus X praife, fome Rleau f, 

^ Others account them bur fo lb ; 

SomevPlantin J to the reft prefer, 

And fome efteem old Elzevir i ; 


* -Tibi brachia cantrahet ingens 

Scorpi'j*, fsV. 

•f The Oxford and Cambridge miscellany. $vn. 
t P inters f.imou? for having published line cqwions of ibe Uiblej 
and of ti»c Greek and R-ican dailies. 

Other? 
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Others with Aldus J would befot us ; 5 

I, for my part, admire Lintotus.— 

His character's beyond compare, 

Like his own perfon, large and fair. 

They print their names in letters fmall. 

But LINTOT Rands in capital : 10 

Author and he with equal grace 
Appear, and Rare you in the face. 

Stephens prints Heathen Greek, *tis faid, 

Which fome can’t conRrue, fome can’t read; 

But all that comes from Lintot’s hand, 15 

Ev’n Rawlinfon might underRand. 

Oft in an Aldus, or a Piantin, 

A page is blotted, or leaf wanting: 

Of Lintot’s books this can’t be faid, 

All fair, and not fo much as rca.d. 2® 

Their copy coR ’em not a penny 
To llomer, Virgil, or to any ; 

They ne'er gave Expence for two lines 
To them, their heirs, or their affigns : 

But Lintot is at vaR expenfe, 25 

And pays prodigious dear for-fcnfe, 

Their books are ufefui but to few, 

A fcholar, or a wit or two ; 

Lintot’s for gen’ral ule are fit; 
l 4 or fome folks read, but all folks fit-. 
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* To Mr. JOHN MOO R E, 
Author of the celebrated Worm-Powder f. 

H OW much, egregious Moore, are we • 
Deceiv’d by fhews and forms ! 

Whate’er we think, whate’er we fee. 

All humankind arc worms. 

Man is a very worm by birth, r 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain ! 

A while he craws upon the earth, 

Then flirinks to earth again. 

That woman is a worm, we find, 

E’er fince our grandarrfs evil; 

She fir It convers’d with her own kind. 

That ancient worm, the devil. 

The learn’d themfclves we book-worms name; 

The blookhead is a flow-worm; 

The nymph, whofe tail is all on flame, i ^ 

Is aptly term’d aglow-worm. 

The fops are painted butterflies, 

That flutter for a day; 

Firft from a worm they take their rife, 

And in a worm decay. 20 

* This poem was wrote by Mr. Pope, 

Vol.VII. D d Yhc 
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The flatterer an earwig grows ; 

Thus worms fuit all conditions; 

Mifers are muck-worms, fllk-worms beaus, 

And death-watches phyficians. 

That ftatefmen have the worm, is fccn 25 

By all their winding play : 

Their conlcience is a worm within, 

That gnaw them night and day. 

Ah, Moore ! thy lkill were well employ’d, 

And greater gain would rife, 30 

If thou could’ft make the courtier void % 

The worm that never dies. 

O ! learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 

Who fett’ft our entrails free ! 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 35 

Since worms fliall eat e’en thee. 

Our fate thou only can ft adjourn 
Some few fhort years no more ! 

Ev’n Button’s wits * to worms fliall turn, 40 

Who maggots were before. 


* VERSES occafioned by an &c. at the 
end of Mr. D’Urfy’s name in the title to 
one of his plays 7. 

J OVE call’d before him t’other day 
The vowels, U, O, I, E, A; 

* Button's cofieehoofe, in Covent-Garden, frequented by the wits 
•f that time. 

f This accident happened by Mr. D’Urfv's having made a fiourifli 
there, which the printer miftcok for an, &c. 
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All dipthongs, and all confonants, 

Either of England, or of France; 

And that all were, or wifli’d to be, 

Rank’d in the name of Tom D’Urfy. 

Fierce is this caufe, the letters fpoke all, 
Liquids grew rough, and mutes turn’d vocal. 
Thefe four proud fyllables alone 
Were filent, which by fate’s decree 
Chim'd in fo fmoothly, one by one, 

To the fweet name of Tom D’Urfy. 

N, by whom names fubfift, declar’d, 

To have no place Jn this was hard ; 

And Qjnaintain a ’twas but his due 
Still to keep company with U; 

So hop’d to Hand no lefs than he 
In the great name of Tom D’Urfy. 

E iliew’d* a comma ne’er could claim 
A place in any Britifh name ; 

Yet, making here a perfect botch, 

Thrufts your poor vowel from his notch; 
Hiatus mi valde dejlemius / 

From which, good Jupiter, defend us ! 
Sooner I’d quit my part in thee, 

That be no part in Tom D’Urfy. 

P protefted, puff’d, and fwore, 

He’d not be ferv’d fo like a beaft ; 

He was a piece of emperor, 

And made up half a pope at lead: 5 
C vow’d he’d frankly have releas’d 
His double {hare in Caefar Caius 
For only one in Tom Durfeius, 

I, confonant and vowel too, 

To Jupiter did humbly fue, 

That of his grace he would proclaim 
Durfeius his true Latin name : 

For though without them both ’twas clear 
Himfelf could ne’er be Jupiter; 

D d a 
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Yet they‘cl refign that pofl: fo high 43 

To be the genitive. Din fa. 

B and L Avore b.and w . 

X and Z cry d, p—x and z .s 

G Avore by G-~d, it ne’er ihould be ; 

And W would not lofe, not he, 45 

An Engliih letters property 

In the great name of Loin D’Urfy.. 

In fhoft, the reft were all in fray, 

From Chrilt-crofs to et cut era. 

They, though but flanders-by, too mutter’d ; 50 

Dipthonfgs and tripthongs Avore and flutter’d; 

That none had fo much right to 1 $ "T 

Part of the name of fluttering T- > 

T--Tom-*-a—a$-De—D y Ur—fy—fy. J 

Then Jove thus fpake : With care and pain 55 
We form’d this name, renown’d in rhyme : 

Not thine, immortal Neufgermain * ! 

Colt fludious cabalifts more time. 

Yet now, ns then, you all declare. 

Far hence to Egypt you’ll repair, 60 

And turn ftrange hi’roglyphics there. 

Rather than letters longer be, 

Unlefs i’ th’ name of Tom D’Urfy. 

Were you all pleas’d, yet what, I pray. 

To foreign letters could I fay ? 65 

What ir the Hebrew next fliould aim 
To turn quite backward D’Urfy’s name ? 

Should the Greek quarrel too, by Styx, I 
Could never bring in Pii and Xi; 

Omicron and Omega from us 
Would each hope to be O in Thomas : 

And aii di* ambitious vowels vie 
No lels than Pythagorie Y, 

To have a place in 1'om D’Urfy. 

* vvho nfd tc» make verges ending with the laft {/A: 

o’ the n.-rru s >f thofepcrfjns he rra;fcd3 wr.ich Voiturc tu n^< 
li.m :n a poem of the fume kind. 

Then, 
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Then, well-beloved and trufty letters ! 
Constants, and vowels much their betters, 
We, willing to repair this breach. 

And, all that in ns lies, plcale each, 

Et cat'r a to our aid mu ft call; 

Et cat'ra reprefents ye all: 

Et cect ra therefore we decree, 

Henceforth for ever join’d lhall be 
To the great name of Tom D’Urfy. 
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* PROLOGUE defign’d for Mr. D’Urfy’s 
laft play. 


G Rown old in rhyme, ’twere barbarous to dif- 
card 

Tour perfevering, unexhatifted bard : 

Damnation follows death in other men, 

But your damn’d poet lives, and writes again. 

Th’ advent’rous lover is fuccefsful ftill, ^ 

AV ho ftrives to pleafe the fair againft her will : 

Be kind and make him in his wifhes eafy. 

Who in your own defpite has ftrove to pleafe ye. 
He fcorn’d to borrow from the wits of yore, 

But ever writ, as none e’er writ before. 10 

T ou modern wits, lhould each man bring his 
claim, 

Have defperatc debentures on your fame ; 

And little would be left you. I’m afraid. 

If all your debts to Greece and Rome were paid. 
From this deep fund our aurhor largely draws, 1 
Nor finks his credit lower than it was/ 

Though plays for honour in old time lie made, 

*Tis now for better reafons— to be paid. 


Believe 
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Believe him, he has known the world too long, * 
AnH Ren the death of much immortal fong. 20 
He fays, poor poets loft, while players won, 

As pimps grow rich, while gallants are undone. 
Though Tom the poet writ with cafe and pleafure. 
The comic Tom abounds in other treafure. 

Fame is at beft an unperforming cheat; 25 

But ’tis fubftantial happinefs to eat. 

Let cafe, his laft requeft, be of your giving, 

Nor force him to be damn’d to get his" living. 


IO| fr&l K>l f®j |0i !<$ ©I f@! [01 lOl (Cl iOj i©J j®j fcy ]&\ \ 0 { K>j 101 

* PROLOGUE to The three hours after 
marriage. 


A Uthors are judg’d by ftrange capricious rules; 
The great ones are thought mad, the linall 
ones fools: 

Yet fure the beft are moft feverely fated; 

For fools are only laugh’d at, wits are hated. 
Blockheads with reafon men of fenfe abhor; 5 
But fool ’gainft fool is barb’rous civil war. 

Why on all authors then fhould critics hill? 

Since fome have writ, and ihewn no wit at all, 
Condemn a play of theirs, and they evade it: 

Cry, Damn not us, but damn the French who 
made it.” 10 

By running goods thefe gracclefs owlers gain ; 
Theirs are the rides of France, the plots of Spain : 
But wit, like wine, from happier climates brought, 
Dafti’d by thefe rogues, turns Englifli common 
draught. 

They pall Moliere’s and Lopez’ fprightly ftrain, 15 
And teach dull Harlequins to grin in vain. 
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How {hall our author hope a gentler fate, 

Who dares moll impudently not tranflate ! 

It had been civil in thefe ticklifh times 
To fetch his fools and knaves from foreign climes. 
Spaniards and French abufe to the world’s end, 21 
But fpare Old England, lcaft you hurt a friend. 

If any fool is by your fatire bit, 

Let him hifs loud, to {hew you ail he’s hit. 

Poets make characters, as falefmen cloaths : 25 

We take no meafure of your fops and beaus; 

But here all lizes and all lhapes you meet, 

And fit yourfelves like chaps in Monmouth-flreet, 
Gallants! look here: this fool’s cap * has an 
air 

Goodly and (mart, with ears of IfTachar. 30 

Let no one fool ingrofs it, or confine, 

A common blefling ! now ’tis yours, now mine. 

But poets in all ages had the care 

To keep this cap, for luch as will, to wear. 

Our author has it now, (for ev’ry wit 35 

Of courfe refign’d it to the next that writ); 

And thus upon the Rage ’tis fairly thrown f ; 

Let him that takes it, wear it as his own. 

? Skews a cap with ears. + Flings down the cap and exit. 




’SANDY's 
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, * S A N D Y’s CHOST; 

O R. 


A proper new Ballad on the new Ovid’s Me- 
tamorphoses, as it was intended to be tran- 
flated by perfons of quality. 


'V r E Lords and Commons, men of wit 
A And pleafure about town, 

Ptead this, ere you tranflate bne bit 
Of books of high renown. 


Beware of Latin authors all! 

Nor think your verfes Sterling, 
Though with a golden pen you icrawl. 
And fcribble in a berlin : 


For not the delk with lilver nails, 

Nor bureau of expenle, 10 

Nor ftandilh well japann’d, avails 
To writing of good fenfe. 

Hear how a ghoft in dead of night. 

With faucer eyes of lire. 

In woful wife did fore affright i j 

A wit and courtly ’fquire. 

Piare imp of Phoebus, hopeful youth ! 

Like puppy tame, that ufes 
To fetch and carry in his mouth 
The works of all the mufes, 20 

Ah! 
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All ! why did he write poetry, 

That hereto was fo civil; 

And fell his foul for vanity 
To rhyming and the devil ? 

A delk he had of curious work, 25 

With glittering ftuds about; 

Within the fame did Sandys lurk, 

Though Ovid lay without. 

Now, as he fcratch’d to fetch up thought, 

Forth popp’d the fprite fo thin, 30 

And from the key-hole bolted out 
All upright as a pin. 

With whilkers, band, and pantaloon, 

And ruff compos’d moft duly, 

This ’fquire he dropt his pen full foon, 35 

While as the light burnt bluely, 

Ho ! Mafter Sam, quoth Sandys* fprite. 

Write on, nor let me fcare ye ; 

Forfooth, if rhymes fall not in right. 

To Budgel feek, or Carey, 40 

I hear the beat of Jacob’s drums, 

Poor Ovid finds no quarter ! 

Sec firft the merry P-comes 

In halte without his garter. 

Then lords and lordings, ’fquires and knights, 45 
Wits, witlings, prigs, and peers : 

Garth at or. James’s, and at White’s, 

Beats up for volunteers. 

What Fenton will not do, nor Gay, 

Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor Stanyan, 53 

Tom Burnet or Tom D'Urfy may, 

John Dunton, Steele, or any one. 

Vol.VII. Ee 
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If Juftice Philips* coftive head 
Some frigid rhymes difburfcs : 

They fliall like Perfian tales be read, 55 

And glad both babes and nurles. 

Let Warwick’s ntirfe with Afli-1 join, 

And Ozel’s with Lord Hervey’s, 

Tick. ll and Addifon combine, 

And Pope tranflate with Jervis. 60 

L-himfelf, that lively lord, 

Who bows to ev’ry lady, 

Shall join with F-in one accord, 

And be like Tate and Brady. 

* 

Ye ladies too draw forth your pen ; 69 

I pray where can the hurt lie ? 

Since you have brains as well as men, 

As witnefs Lady Wonky. 

Now, 1 onfon, lift thy forces all, 

Review them, and tell noies : *0 

For to poor Ovid ihall befal 
A ftrange mctamorpbofis . 

A met amorphojis more ftrange 

Than all his books can vapour- 

iC 1 o what (quoth ’fquire) fliall Ovid change?” y^ 
Quoth Sandys, To wajle paper . 


•UMBRA. 

P Lofe to the beft-known author Umbra fits, 
ihe conftant index to all Button’s wits. 


Who's 
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Who 5 here ? cries Umbra : only John foil- Oh ! 

Tour /lave, and exit ; but returns with Pvowe : 

Dear Ro we let's fit and talk of tragedies : 5 

Ere long Pope enters, and to Pope he hies. 

"I hen up comes Steele : he turns upon his heel y 
And in a moment fallens upon Stede; 

But cries as loon, Dear Dick , I mujl be gone ; 

For if I know his tread , here's Addifon . 10 

Says Addifon to Steele, ’Tis time to go : 

Pope to the clofet heps alide with Rowe. 

Poor Umbra, left in this abandon’d pickle, 

E’en fits him down, and writes to honeft Tickell. 

Fool ? ’ I'is in vain from wit to wit to roam ; 1 ^ 
Know, fenfe, like charity, begins at home . 



* DUKE upon DUKE. 


An excellent new Ballad. 

To the Tune of Chevy-chace. 

r j 'O lordings proud I tune my lay, 

*** Who feaft in bow’r or hall : 

Though Dukes they be, to Dukes I fay, 

That pride will have a fall. 

Now, that this fame it is right footh, 5 

Full plainly doth appear, 

From what befel John Duke of Guife, 

And Nic. of Lancaftere. 

When Richard Coeur-de Lion reign’d, 

(Which means a lion’s heart), 10 

Like him his barons rage’d and roar’d; 

Each playd a lion’s part. 

E e 2 A 
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A word and blow was then enough : 

Such honour did them prick ; 

If you but turn’d your cheek, a cuff; 

And if your a—fe, a kick. 

Look in their face, they tweak’d your nofe, 
At every turn fell to’t; 

Come near, they trod upon your toes ; 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of thefe the Duke of Lancaftere 
Stood paramount in pride ; 

He kick’d, and cuff’d, and tweak’d, and trod 
His foes, and friends beiide. 


Firm on his front his beaver fat; 

So broad, it hid his chin ; 

For why ? he deem’d no man his mate. 
And fear’d to tan his Ikin, 

With Spanifh wool he dy’d his cheek, 
With effence oil’d his hair; 

No vixen civet-eat fo fweet. 

Nor could fo fcatch and tear. 

Right tall lie made himfelf to fhow, 
Though made full fhort by God ; 
And when all other Dukes did bow. 
This Duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair 
I o Guife’s Duke was he : 

Was ever fuch a loving pair? 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : He lov'd him dear. 
And caft how to requite him ; 

And having no friend left but this, 

Fie deem’d it meet to light him. 
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Forthwith he drench’d his defp'rate quill, 45 

And thus he did indite ; 

“ This eve at whiik ourfelf will play. 

Sir Duke ! be here to-night.” 

Ah no ! ah no ! the guilelefs Guife 

Demurely did reply ; 50 

I cannot go, nor yet can ftand, 

So fure the gout have I. 

The Duke in wrath call’d for his deeds, 

And fiercely drove them on; 

Lord ! Lord ! how rattled then thy {tones, 55 
O kingly Kenfington! 

All in a trice he rufh’d on Guife, 

Thru ft out his lady dear ; 

He tweak’d his nofe, trode on his toes, 

And fmote him on the car. 60 

But mark, how ’midft of victory 
Fate plays her old dog-trick ! 

Up leap’d Duke John, and knock’d him down. 
And fo fell down Duke Nic. 

Alas, oh Nic ! oh Nic. alas ! 65 

Right did thy gofiip call thee : 

As who fhould fay, Alas the day 

When John of Guile fliall maul thee ! 

For on thee did he clap his chair 

And on that chair did lit; 70 

And look’d, as if he meant therein 
To do-what was not fit. 

Up didft thou look, oh woful Duke ? 

Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 

Cvrtes for fear of finding there 
A t-d, inftead of trope. 


75 
“ Lie 
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cc Lie there, thou caitiff vile !” quoth Guife ; 

“ No Jhcct is here to fave thee : 

“ The cafement it is Ihut likewife ; 

Beneath my feet I have thee. 80 

“ If thou haft aught to fpeak, fpeak out.” 

Then Lancaftere did cry, 

“ Know’ll thou not me, nor yet thyfelf ? 

“ Who thou, and who am I ? 

“ Know’ll thou not me, who (God be prais’d) 85 
cc Have brawl’d and quarrel’d more, 
iC Than all the line of Lancaftere, 

** That battled heretofore? 

Ct In fenates fam’d for many a fpeech, 

“ And (what fome awe muft give ye, 90 

“ Though laid thus low beneath thy breach) 

“ Still of the council privy ; 

<c Still of the duchy chancellor ; 

“ Durante life I have it; 

iC And turn, as now thou doft on me, 95 

“ Mine a—c on them that gave it.” 

But now the fervants they rufli’d in ; 

And Duke Nic. up leap'd he : 

I will not cope againft fuch odds. 

But, Guife ! I’ll light with thee : ico 

To-morrow with thee will I fight 
Under the green-wood tree; 

“ No, not to-morrow, but to-night 
<c (Quoth Guife) I'll fight with thee. 

And now the fun declining low 105 

Beftreak’d with blood the Ikies ; 

V hen, with his fword at faddle-bow, 

Rode forth the valiant Guife. 


Full 
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Full gently prance'd he o'er the lawn : 

Oft roll’d his eyes around, no 

And from the ftirrip ftr etch'd to find 
Who was not to be found. 

Long brandifh’d he the blade in air, 

Long look’d the field all o’er : 

At length he fpy’d the merry-men brown, 115 
And eke the coach and four. 

From out the boot bold Nicolas 
Did wave his wand fo white, 

As pointing out the gloomy glade 
Wherein he meant to fight. 120 

All in that dreadful hour fo calm 
Was Lancaflere to fee, 

As if he meant to take the air, 

Or only take a fee. 

And fo he did-for to New Court 125 

His rowling wheels did run ; 

Nor that he Ihunn’d the doubtful ftrifc; 

But bus’nefs muft be done. 

Back in the dark by Brompton-park, 

He turn’d up through the gore ; 130 

So flunk to Cambden houfe fo high, 

All in his coach and four. 

Meanwhile Duke Guife did fret and fume, 

A fight it was to fee, 

Benumb’d beneath the evening-dew 135 

Under the green-wood tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he far’d, 
bore mutt’ring all the way, 

(l The day I meet him, Nic. fhall rue 
The cudgel of that day. 


140 

* c Meantime 
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t( Meantime on ev’ry pifling-poft, 
c ‘ Pafte we this recreant’s name, 

“ So that each pafier-by fhall read 
“ And pifs againft the fame.” 

Now God preferve our gracious King, 145 

And grant his nobles all 
May learn this lelfon from Duke Me. 

That pride will have a fall . 


* Fragment of a SATIRE -f. 

tF meagre Gildon draws his venal quill, 

A i wilh the man a dinner, and fit ftill: 

If dreadful Dennis raves in furious fret, 

I’ll anfwer Dennis when I am in debt. 

’Tis hunger, and not malice, makes them print; 5 
And who’ll wage war with bedlam or die mint ? 

Should fome more fober critics come abroad. 

If wrong, I fmile ; if right, I kifs the rod. 

Pains, reading, ftudy, are their juft pretence ; 

And all they want is fpirit, tafte, and fenfe. 10 
Commas and points they fet exactly right; 

And ’twerc a fin to rob them of their mite : 

Yet ne’er one fprig of laurel grace’d thofe ribalds, 
From flafhing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds, 
Who diinks lie reads , when he but [cans and 
fpells- 15 

A word-catcher, that lives on fyllables. 

Yet ev’n this creature may fome notice claim. 
Wrapt round and fan&ify’d with Shakefpear’s 
name. 


* Thi* and the four following poems were wrote by Mr. Pop-. 

Pretty! 
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Pretty! in amber to obferve the forms 
Of hairs, or draws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms ! 20 
i he thing, we know, is neither rich nor rare ; 
And wonder how the devil it got there. 

Arc others angry ? I excule them too : 

Well may they rage; I give them but their due. 
Each man’s true merit ’tis not hard to find ; 

But each man’s fecret dandard in his mind, 

That cading-weight pride adds to emptinefs. 

This, who can gratify ? for who can guefs ? 

The wretch * whom pilfer’d padorals renown, 
Who turns a Periian tale for half a crown, 

Juft writes to make his barrennefs appear. 

And drains from hard-bound brains fix lines a- 
year ; 

In fenfe dill wanting, though he lives on theft. 
Steals much, fpends little, yet has nothing left: 
f Johnfon, who now to fenfe, now nonlenfe lean¬ 
ing, 35 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning : 
And he whofe fuftian's fo fublimely bad, 

% It is not poetry, but profe run mad : 

Should moded fatire bid all thefe tranjlate , 

And own that nine fuch poets make a Tate; 40 

flow would they fume, and damp, and roar, and 
chafe ! 

How would they fwear not Congreve’s felf was fafe! 

Peace to all fuch! but were there one whofe fires 
Apollo kindled, and fair fame infpires ; 

Blefs’d with each talent and each art to pleafe, 45 
And born to write, converfe, and live with cafe : 
Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne; 
View him with fcornful, yet with fearful eyes. 

And hate for arts that caus’d himfelf to rife; 50 


* Philips. f Author of the Vittim, and Cobler of Prcfton. 

t Verfe of Dr. Ev, 

VoL. VII. Ff Damn 
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Damn with faint praife, aflent with civil leer, 

And without fiieering teach the reft to fneer ; 
Willing to wound, and. and yet afraid to ftrike. 
Juft hint a fault, and hefitate diflike ; 

Alike referv’d to blame, or to commend, 55 

A tim’rous foe, and a fufpicious friend ; 

Dreading ev’n fools, by flatterers as bcilege’d, 

And lb obliging that he ne’er oblige’d ; 

Who, if two wits on rival themes conteft. 
Approves of each, but likes the worft the beft ; 60 
Like Cato, gives his little fenate laws, 

And fits attentive to his own applaufc ; 

While wits and templars ev’ry lentence raife, 

And wonder with a foolilh face of praife- 

V> hat pity, lieav’n ! if fuch a man there be ? 65 

Who would not weep, if Addifon were he ! 



* M ACER. 


Hen Ample Macer now of high renown ; 

Firft fought a poet’s fortune in the town ; 
Twas all th’ ambition his great foul could feel, 

To wear red ftockings, and to dine with Steel. 
Some ends of verfe his betters might afford, 5 
And gave the harmlefs fellow a good word. 

Set up with thefe, he ventur’d on the town, 

And in a borrow’d play outdid poor Crown, 
ihcre he ftopt fhort, nor lince has writ a tittle. 
IUk has the wit to make the moft of little ; 10 

Like ftunted hide-bound trees, that juft have got 
Sufficient fap at once to bear and rot. 
t Now he begs verfe, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the wits his foes, but fools his friends. 

f He requeued by public advertifements the aid of the ingenious 
to make up a mifctUany in 17J3. 


So 
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So fomecoarfe country-wench, almoft decay’d, 15 
Trudges to town, and firft turns chambermaid : 
Awkward, and fupple each devoir to pay, 

She hatters her good lady twice a-day; 

Thought wondrous honeft, though of mean degree, 
And ftrangely lik'd for her fimplicity : 20 

In a tranflated fuit then tries the town. 

With borrow’d pins, and patches not her own ; 
But juft endur’d the winter fhe began, 

And in four months a batter’d harridan. 

Now nothing’s left, but wither’d, pale, and fhrunk, 
To bawd for others, and go lhares with punk. 26 


* SYLVIA; a Fragment. 

S YLVIA my heart in wondrous wife alarm’d, 
Aw’d without fenfe, and without beauty charm’d; 
But fome odd graces and fine flights fhe had, 

Was juft not ugly, and was juft not mad : 

Her tongue ftiil run on credit from her eyes, 5 
More pert than witty, more a wit than wife: 
Good-nature, flie declar’d it, was her fcorn, 
Though ’twas by that alone fhe could be borne : 
Affronting all, yet fond of a good name ; 

A fool to pleafure, yet a flave to fame: 10 

Now coy, and ftudious in no point to fall, 

Now all agog for D-y at a ball: 

Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking citron with his Grace and Chartres. 

Men, fome to bus’nefs, fome to pleafure take; 15 
But ev’ry woman’s in her foul a rake. 

Frail, fev’rifh fex! their fit now chills, now burns: 
Atheifin and fuperftition rule by turns; 

F f 2 And 






228 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

And the mere Heathen in her carnal part 
Is Rill a fad good ChriRian at her heart. 




‘ARTEMISIA. 


r pHough Artemifia talks, by fits, 

Of councils, claflics, fathers, wits ; 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke : 
Yet in fome things, methinks, fhe fails; 

1 were well, if fhe would pair her nails. 
And wear a cleaner fmock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 
ouch naRinefs and fo much pride 
Are oddly join’d by Fate : 

On her large fquab you find her fpread, 
Like a fat corpfe upon a bed. 

That lies and Rinks in Rate. 

She wears no colours (fign of grace) 

On any part, except her face; 

All white and black befide: 

Dauntlefs her look, her geRure proud. 

Her voice theatrically loud. 

And mafeuline her Rride. 


So have I feen, in black and white, 

^ P rat * n g thing, a magpye hight, 
Majefiically Ralk ; 

A Rately, worthlefs animal, 

1 ™ p l lcs thc ton £ ue > and wa gs the tail. 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 


5 


ia 


*5 


3 ® 


* PHRYNE. 
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4 £~4 


P H R Y N E. 


pHRYNE had talents for mankind ; 

Open fhe was, and unconfin’d. 

Like fome free port of trade : 

Merchants unloaded here their freight. 

And agents from each foreign Rate 5 

Here firll their entry made. 

Her learning and good breeding fuch, 

Whether th’ Italian, or the Dutch, 

Spaniard or French came to her; 

To all obliging (he'd appear ; 10 

Twas Si Sirnior , ’twas Taw Mynheer , 

’Twas S' il v;us plait y Monfieur. 

Obfcure by birth, renown’d by crimes. 

Still changing names, religions, climes, 

At length llie turns a bride : 15 

In di’monds, pearls, and rich brocades, 

She fhines the firft of batter’d jades. 

And flutters in her pride. 

So have I known thofe infefts fair, 

Which curious Germans hold fo rare, 20 

Still vary fhapes and dyes; 

Still gain new titles with new forms ; 

Firft grubs obfcene, then wriggling worms, 

Then painted butterflies. 


' ON 
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On Mrs. BIDDY FLOYD*: 

O R, 

The Receipt to form a Beauty. 
Written in the Year 1707. 


"W/’Hen Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 
To form fome beauty by a new receipt, 

Jove fent, and found far in a country feene 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look ferene: 
From which ingredients firfl: the dext’rous boy r 
Pick’d the demure, die aukward, and the coy. 

The graces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride : 

Thefe Venus cleans from ev’ry fpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, affected, pert, and vain. i« 

Jove mix’d up all, and his belt clay employ’d; 

Then call’d the happy compofition Floyd. ’ 


* This poem is allowed by all perfons of tarte and judgement, to 
be luch a maftcrpiece in its kind, that it mult abide the left of all fu- 
t «re ages. Swtft. 


APOLLO 
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APOLLO OUTWITTED. 


To the Honourable Mrs Finch, afterwards Coun- 
tefs of Winch el sea, under her name of Ar- 
DELIA. 


Written in the year 1707. 

P Hnebus, now {hort’ning ev'ry fhade. 

Up to the northern tropic came, 

And thence beheld a lovely maid. 

Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays, 5 

Then lighted from his glitt’ring coach; 

But fence’d his head with his own bays. 

Before he durft the nymph approach. 

Under thofe facred leaves, fecure 

From common lightning ot the Ikies, 10 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flalhes of Ardelia’s eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke. 

Soon knew Apollo by his looks, 15 

And guefs’d his bus’nefs ere lie fpoke. 

He in the old celeftial cant 

Confeft his flame, and fwore by Styx 

What e’er flie would delire to grant- 

But wife Ardelia knew his tricks. 20 

Ovid 
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Ovid had warn’d her to beware 

Of ftrolling gods, whofe ufual trade is. 
Under pretence of taking air, 

To pick up fublunary ladies. 

Howe’er, fhe gave no flat denial. 

As having malice in her heart; 

And was relolv’d upon a trial. 

To cheat the god in his own art. 

Hear my requeft, the virgin laid; 

Let which I pleafe of all the Nine 
Attend, whene’er I want their aid. 

Obey my call, and only mine. 

By vow oblige’d, by paffion led. 

The god could not refufe her prav’r: 

He wav’d his wreath thrice o’er her head. 
Thrice mutter’d lomething to the air. 

And now he thought to feize his due : 

But fhe the charm already try’d: 

Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia’s fide. 

On fight of this celeftial prude, 

Apollo thought it vain to ftay; 

Nor in her prefence durfi: be rude; 

But made his leg, and went away. 

He hop’d to find Lome lucky hour. 

When on their queen the mufes wait; 
But Pallas owns Ardelia’s pow’r; 

For vows divine are kept by fate. 

Then, full of rage, Apollo fpoke ; 

Deceitful nymph, I fee thy art; 

And, though I can’t my gift revoke, 

I’ll difappoim its nobler part. 
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. Let ftubborn pride poflcfs thee long, 

And be thou negligent of fame; 

With ev’ry mufe to grace thy long, 55 

May’ll thou defpife a poet’s name. 

Of model!: poets be thou firft ; 

To iilent lhades repeat thy verfe, 

Till Fame and Echo almoft burft, 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearfe. 60 

And laft, my vengeance to complete, 

May you defeend to take renown, 

Prevail’d on by the thing you hate, 

A Whig *, and one that wears a gown. 


* I M P R O. M P T U. 

To Lady Winchelsea. 

Occalioned bv four fatirical verfes on ivomen-viits 
in'The Rape of the Lock. 

I N vain you boaft poetic names of yore. 

And cite thefe Sapphos we admire no more: 
Fate doom’d the fail of ev’ry female wit; 

But doom’d it then when firft Ardelia writ. 

Of all examples by the world confeft, 5 

I knew Ardelia could not quote the belt; 


Who, like her miftrefs on Britannia’s throne, 
r;.,w nnH fnhdues in quarrels not her own. 



• To underhand what the Doftor mcaneth by a whig in this paf- 


fag-, conlult vol. 4. 


Voi,. VII. G g 


Light 
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Light to the ftars the fun does thus reftore, 
But fhines himfelf till they are feen no more. 


‘vVV^ ■$* •£* V* v- *V v*v 


^EPIGRAM. 

A Biflxop by his neighbours hated, 

11 Has cauie to wifh himfelf tranflated : 
But why fhould Hough defire tranflation. 
Lov’d and efteem’d by all the nation? 

Yet, if it be the old man’s cafe. 

I’ll lay my life I know the place: 

’T.s where God fent fome that adore him, 
And whither Enoch went before him. 




STELLA’S BillTH-DAY, 1718. 

CTELLA this day is thirty-four, 

(We flia’n’t difpute a year or more) : 
However, Stella, be not troubled ; 

Although thy fize and years are doubled, 
Since fir If I law thee at fixteen. 

The brightefl: virgin on the green, 

So little is thy form declin’d ; 

Made up fo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, would it pleafe the gods to fplit 
Thy beauty, fize, and years, and wit! 

No age could furnifh out a pair 
Of nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair; 

AVith half the luftre of your eyes, 

With half your wit, your years, and fize. 


And 
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And then, before it grew too late, 15 

How fliould I beg of gentle fate, 

(That either nymph might have her fwain), 

To fplit my Worfhip too in twain. 


STELLA’S BIRTH-DAY, 1720. 


A LL travellers at firft incline 

Where’er they fee the faired fign; 

And if they End the chambers neat. 

And like the liquor and the meat, 

Will call again, and recommend 5 

The Angel-inn to ev’ry friend. 

What though the painting grows decay’d ? 

The houfe will never lofe its trade: 

Nay, though the treacherous taplter Thomas 
Hangs a new angel two doors from us, ic 

As tine as dawber’s hands can make it, 

In hopes that ftrangers may miftake it, 

We think it both a fhame and fin 
To quit the true old Angel-inn. 

Now this is Stella’s cafe in fact; 15 

An angel’s face, a little crackt ; 

(Could poets, or could painters Ex 
How angels look at thirty-fix) : 

This drew us in at firft to find 

In fuch a form an angel’s mind; 20 

And ev’ry virtue now fupplies 

The fainting rays of Stella’s eyes. 

See at her levee crouding fwains. 

Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and fenfe \ 25 

And puts them but to fmall expenfe ; 

Gg 2 


Their 
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Their mind To plentifully fills, 

And makes fuch reafonable bills. 

So little gets for what fhe gives, 

We really wonder how fhe lives ! 30 

And, had her flock been lefs, no doubt 
She mu ft have long ago run out. 

Then who can think we’ll quit the place, 

When Doll hangs out a newer face ; 

Or ftop and light at Cloe’s head, 35 

With fcraps and leavings to be fed ? 

Then, Cloe, ftill go on to prate 
Of thirty-fix and thirty-eight; 

Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking, 

Your hints, that Stella is no chicken ; 40 

Your inuendos, when you tell us 
That Stella loves to talk with fellows : 

And let me warn you to believe 
A truth, for which your foul fliould grieve ; 

That, fliould you live to fee the day 45 

When Stella’s locks muft all be gray, 

When age muft print a furrow’d trace 
On ev’ry feature of her face; 

Though you and all your fenfelefs tribe, 

Could art, or time, or nature bribe, 50 

To make you look like beauty’s queen. 

And hold for ever at fifeteen ; 

No bloom of youth can ever blind 
The cracks and wrinkles of your mind ; 

All men of fenfe will pafs your door, 55 

And croud to Stella’s at fourfeore. 


STELLA** 
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S T E L L A’s BIRTH-DAY; 

A great Cottle of Wine, long buried, being that 
Day dug up. 1722. 

R Efolv’d my annual verfe to pay, 

By duty bound, on Stella’s day, 

Furnilh’d with paper, pens, and ink, 

I gravely fat me down to think : 

T bit my nails, and fcratch’d my head, S 

But found my wit and fancy fled : 

Or, if with more than ufual pain, 

A thought came {lowly from my brain, 

It cod me Lord knows how much time 

To fhape it into fenfe and rhyme : 10 

And, what was yet a greater curfe, 

Long thinking made my fancy worie. 

i* orfakeu by th’ infpiring Nine, 

I waited at Apollo’s fhrine; 

I told him what the world would fay, 15 

If Stella were unfung to-day ; 

How I fhould hide my head for fliame, 

When both the Jacks and Robin came : 

Kow Ford would frown, how Jim would leer, 

How Sh-n the rogue would fneer, 20 

And fwear it does not always follow, 

That femel ’n anno ridet Apollo, 

I have allur’d them twenty times, 

*That Phoebus help’d me in my rhymes ; 

Phoebus infpir’d me from above, 25 

And he and I were hand and glove. 

But, finding me fo dull and dry fince, 

They’ll call it all poetic licence; 

And 
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And, when I brag of aid divine, 

Think Eufden’s right as good as mine. 

Nor do 1 alk for Stella’s fake ; 

’Tis my own credit lies at flake : 

And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a ftander-by. 

Apollo, having thought a little, 

Return’d this anfwer to a tittle. 

Though you lliould live like old Methufalem, 

I furnilh hints, and you fhould ufe all ’em. 

You yearly ling as lhe grows old, 

You’d leave her virtues half untold, 40 

But, to lav truth, fuch dulnefs reigns 
Through the whole fet of Irifh deans, 

I’m daily llunn’d with fuch a medley. 

Dean W-, Dean D-, and Dean Smedley, 


That, let what dean fo ever come. 

My orders are, I’m not at home ; 

And, if your voice had not been loud. 
You mu ft have pafs’d among the croud. 

But now, your danger to prevent, 
You mufl apply to Mrs. Brent * ; 

For flie, as prieilefs, knows the rites 
Wherein the god of earth delights. 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her (land 
With an old poker in her hand; 

Let her deferibe a circle round 
In Saunder’s f cellar on the ground : 

A fpade let prudent Archy j hold, 

And with diferetion dig the mould : 

Let Stella look with watchful eve, 
Rebecca , Ford, and Grattons # * by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated tow'rds the ikies ! 


45 


SO 


55 


60 


+ The butler. 

|) A lady, friend to Stella. 

Tlis 


» The H u ft. keeper. 

| The footman. 

* * Fiirnd" of the author. 
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The god of winds, and god of fire, 

Did to its wondrous birth confpire; 

And Bacchus, for the poet’s ufe, 65 

Pour’d in a ftroiig infpiring juice. 

^ee ! as you raife it from its tomb, 

It drags behind a fpacious womb, 

And in the fpacious womb contains 
A fov’reign med’eine for the brains. 70 


You’ll find it foon, if fate conients ; 

If not, a thoufand Mrs. Brents, 

Ten thoufand Archys arm’d with fpades. 

May dig in vain to Pluto’s ihades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infule, 75 
And boldly then invoke the mule; 

(But firft let Robert**, on his knees, 

With caution drain it from the lees); 

The mule will at your call appear, 

With Stella’s praue to crown the year. 8c 






STELLA’S BIRTH-DAY, 1724. 

A S when a beauteous nymph decays. 

We fay, ihe pall her dancing days ; 

So poets lofe their feet by time, 

And can no longer dance in rhyme 

Your annual bard had rather chole 5 

To celbrate your birth in profe : 

Yet merry folks, who want by chance 
A pair to make a country-dance, 

Call the old houfekeeper, and get her 

To fill a place for want of better : *° 


** The valet. 


While 
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While Sheridan is off the hooks, 

And friend Delany at his books, 

That Stella may avoid difgrace, 

Once more the Dean fupplies her place. 

Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 15 

Have always been confin’d to youth ; 

The god of wit and beauty’s queen, 
lie twenty-one, and foe fifteen. 

No poet ever fweetly fung, 

Unlefs he were, like Phoebus, young ; 20 

Nor ever nymph infpir’d to rhyme, 

Unlefs, like Venus, in her prime. 

At fifty-fix, if this be true. 

Am I a poet fit for you ? 

Or, at the age of forty-three, 25 

Are you a fubjccSt fit for me ? 

Adieu ! bright wit, and radiant eyes, 

You mu ft be grave, and I be wife. 

Our fate in vain we would oppofe ; 

But I’ll be ftill your friend in profe : 30 

Eftcem and friendfhip to exprefs, 

Will not require poetic drefs; 

And if the mufe deny her aid 
To have them fung, they may be faid. 

But, Stella, fay, what evil tongue 35 

Reports you are no longer young ; 

That Timelits with his feythe to mow 
Where erO: fat Cupid with his bow ; 

That half your locks are turn’d to gray ? 

I'll ne’er believe a word they fay. 4® 

Tis true, but let it not be known, 

My eyes are fomewhat dimmifh grown : 

For nature, always in the right, 

To your decays adapt my fight; 

And wrinkles undiftinguifh’d pafs, 41 

For I’m afham’d to ufe a glafs; 

And till I fee them with thefe eyes, 

Whoever fays you have them, lies. 


No 
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No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit: 5 ° 

Thus you may ftill be young to me, 

While I can better hear than fee, 

Oh, ne’er may Fortune fhew her fpight. 

To make me deaf and mend my light ! 

■$“ *§•'& *§• 

STELLA’S BIRTH-DAY, March 13. 1726. 

r-pHIS day, whate’er the fates decree, 

* Shall ftill with joy be kept by me : 

This day then let us not be told, 

That you are Tick, and I grown old ; 

Nor think on our approaching ills, j 

And talk of fpedtacles and pills : 

To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying fluff. 

Yet fince from reafon may be brought 
A better and more pleafing thought, 10 

Which can, in fpite of all decays, 

Support a few remaining days, 

From not the graveft of divines 
Accept for once fome ferious lines. 

Although we now can form no more 15 

Long fchemes of life, as heretofore ; 

Yet you, while time is running fall. 

Can look with joy on what is paft. 

Were future happinefs and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain, 20 

As Atheifts argue to entice 
A id lit their profelytes for vice, 

( The only comfort they propofe. 

To have companions in their woes), 

Vo l. VII. Hh Grant 
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Grant this the cafe; yet fure ’tis hard 
That virtue, tty I’d its own reward, 

And by all (ages under Rood 
To be the chief of human good, 

►Should acTting die, nor leave behind 
Some lafting pleafure in the mind, 

Which by remembrance will alfwage 
Grief, iicknels, poverty, and age, 

And ftrongly ilioot a radiant dart 
To ihine through life’s declining part. 

Say, Stella, feel you no content 
Reflecting on a life well fpent ? 

Your ikilful hand employ’d to fave 
Def^airing wretches from the grave ; 

And then fupporting with your ft ore 
r rhofe whom you dragg’d from death before 
So providence on mortals waits, 

Prelerving what it firft creates : 

Your gen’rous boldnefs to defend 
An innocent and ahfent friend; 

That courage which can make you juft 
To merit humbled in the duft ; 

The detefration you exprefs 
For vice in all its glitt’ring drefs ; 

That patience under tort’ring pain, 

Where ftubborn Stoics would complain : 
Muft thefe like empty fhadows pafs, 

Or forms reflected from a glafs ? 

Or mere chimeras in the mind, 

That fly, and leave no marks behind ? 

Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 

And had it not been ftill fupply’d. 

It mult a tkoufand times have dy’d. 

Then who withreafon can maintain, 

That no effects of food remain ? 

And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind; 
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Upheld by each good action paft, 

And ftill continu’d by the laft ? 

Then, who with reafon can pretend 6 5 

That all effects of virtue end ? 

Believe me Stella, when you fhow 
That true contempt for things below. 

Nor prize your life for other ends 

Than merely to oblige your friends, 7 ° 

Your former actions claim their part, 

And join to fortify your heart. 

For virtue in her daily race, 

Like Janus, bears a double face ; 

Looks back with joy where fhe has gone, 75 

And therefore goes with courage on. 

She at your iicklv couch will wait. 

And guide you to a better ft ate. 

O then, whatever Heav’n intends, ^ 

Take pity on your pitying friends ! 

Nor let your ills affe£t your mind. 

To fancy they can be unkind. 

Me, furely me, you ought to fpare, 

Who gladly would your luff ’rings lhare ; 

Or give my fcrap of life to you, 

And think it far beneath your due : 

You, to whofe care fo oft I owe 
That I’m alive to tell you fo. 



Hh 2 


* To 
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To Mrs MARTHA BLOUNTf. 


Sent on her birth-day, June 15. 

Ah, be thou blefs’d with all that Heav’n can 
^ fend. 

Long health, long youth, long pleafure, and a 
friend ! 

Not with thole toys the female race admire. 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire; 

Not as the world its pretty Haves rewards, 5 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards ; 

Fair to no purpofe, artful to no end; 

Young without lovers, old without a friend ; 

A fop their paflion, but their prize a fot; 

Alive, ridiculous; and dead, forgot! 10 

Let joy, or eafe, let iufluence, or content, 

And the gay conicience of a life well fpent. 

Calm ev’ry thought, infpirit ev’ry grace, 

Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face; 

Let day improve on day, and year on year, 1 j 
yj ithout a pain, a trouble, or a fear : 

1 ill death unfelt that tender frame deifroy, 

In fome foft dream, or ecftafy of joy, 

Peaceful flcep out the fabbatli'of the tomb. 

And wake to raptures in a life to come ! 20 

t v T u iS , P ~r m " aS WrotC Mr ‘ P °P e - U a PP^rs frem his will, 
that h e had a finceie regard and long afFeflion for the ladv to whom it 
IS addrtfied. J 


•SONG. 
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^ SONG. By a perfon of quality. 

T Said to my heart, between fleeping and waking, 
Thou wild thing, that always art leaping or 
aking, 

What black, brown, or fair, in what clime, in 
what nation, 

13 y turns has not taught thee a pit—a—patation ? 

Thus accus’d, the wild thing gave this fober re¬ 
reply : 5 

See the heart without motion, though Cxlia pafs 
by ! 

Not the beauty (lie has, or the wit that {he borrows, 
Gives the eye any joys, or the heart any forrows. 

When our Sappho appears, flie whofe wit’s fo re¬ 
fin’d, 

I am force’d to applaud with the reft of mankind ; 
Whatever fhe fays, is with fpirit and fire ; 

Ev'ry word I attend; but I only admire. 

Prudentia as vainly would put in her claim, 

Ever gazing on heav’n, though man is her aim : 

’ 1 is love, not devotion, that turns up her eyes ; 15 
Thofe ftars of this word are too good for the fkies. 

But Chloe fo lively, fo eafy, fo fair, 

Her wit fo genteel, without art, without care ; 
When fhe comes in my way, the motion, the pain, 
r lhe leapings, the akings, return ail again, 20 


O 
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O wonderful creature ! a woman of reafon ? 

Never grave out of pride, never gay out of feafon ! 
When fo eafy to guefs who this angel fhould be. 
Would one think Mrs. Howard ne’er dream’d it 
was flie ? 




* BALLAD. 


all the girls that e’er was feen. 

There's none fo fine as Nelly, 

For charming face, and fhape, and mien. 

And what’s not fit to tell ye. 

Oh ! the turn’d neck and fmooth white fkin 5 
Of lovely deareft Nelly ! 

For many a Twain it well had been, 

Had flie ne’er pafs’d by Calai. 

For when as Nelly came to France, 

(Invited by her coufins), 10 

Acrofs the i uilleries each glance 
Kill’d Frenchmen by whole dozens, 

The King, as he at dinner fat. 

Did beckon to his bi/Jfiir, 

And bid him bring his taby-cat, 15 

For charming Nell to bufs her. 

The ladies were with rage provok’d 
To fee her fo refpe£fced : 

The men look’d arch, as Nelly flrok’d, 

And pufs her tail eredled. 

But not a man did look employ, 20 

Except on pretty Nelly : 

Then faid the Duke de Villeroy, 

Ah ! quelie eji bicn jolie ! 


But 
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But who’s that grave philofopher 
That carefully looks at ’er ? 

By his concern it ihould appear, 

"The fair one is his daughter. 

Mafoy ! (quoth then a courtier fly), 

He on his child does leer too : 3 ° 

I wifli he has no mind to try 
What fome papas will here do. 

The courtiers all, with one accord. 

Broke out in Nelly’s praifes. 

Admir’d her rofe, and lys fans farde , 35 

Which are your termes Francoifes ), 

Then might you fee a painted ring 
Of dames that flood by Nelly ; 

She like the pride of all the ipring, 

And they like flcurs de palais . 4 ° 

In Marli’s gardens, and St. Clou, 

1 faw this charming Nelly, 

Where fhamelefs nymphs expos’d to view. 

Stand naked in each alley: 

But Venus had a brazen face, 45 

Both at Verfailles and Meudon, 

Or elfe llie had refign’d her place. 

And left die flone fhe flood on. 

Were Nelly’s figure mounted there, 

’Twould put down all th’ Italian : 5 ° 

Lord ! how thole foreigners would flare ! 

But I Ihould turn Pigmalion : 

For fpite of lips, and eyes, and mien. 

Me nothing can delight lo, 

As does that part that lies between 55 

Her left toe and her right toe. 


ODE, 
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ODE, for MUSI C. 

On the Longitude. 

RECITATIVO. 

T HE longitude mifs’d on 

By wicked Will. Whifton ; 

And not better hit on 
By good Mailer Ditton. 

RITORNELLO. 

So Ditton and Whifton 5 

May both be bep-ll on; 

And Whifton and Ditton 
May both be belli-1 on. 

Sing Ditton 

Belli-t-on; xo 

And Whifton 
Bep-ft on 

Sing Ditton and Whifton, 

And Whifton and Ditton, 

Befh-t and bep-ft on, j - 

Bep-ft and belli-1 on. 

Da Capo. 


* EPIGRAM 
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* EPIGRAM on the feuds about Han¬ 
del and Bo non cin 1. 

CTrange ! all this difference fhoukl be 
Twixt tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee! 


* On Mrs. TOFTS. 


S O bright is thy beauty, fo charming thy long, 

As had drawn both the beads and their Orpheus 
along : 

But fuch is thy av’rice, and fuch is thy pride, 

That the beads mud have darv’d, and the poet have 
dy’d. 


XXXXXXXXXXXX&XXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


TWO OR THREE* 


O R, 

A Receipt to make a Cuckold. 


T WO or three vifits, and two or three bows, 
Two or three civil things, two or three vows, 
Vol. VII. I i Two 
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Two or three kifies, with two or three lighs. 

Two or three Jefujes andLet-mc-die’s , 

Two or three fqueezes, and two or three towzes, 5 ^ 
With two or three thoufand pound loft at their f 


lioufes, 

Can never fail cuckolding two or three fpoufes. 



* On a LADY who p—t at the tragedyof 
Cato; occafioned by an epigram on a 
Lady who wept at it. 

tHILE maudlin Whigs deplor’d their Cato's 



fate, 


Still with dry eyes the Tory Celia fate : 

But, while her pride forbids her tears to flo\\ r , 

The gufhing waters find a vent below : 

Though fecret, yet with copious grief flie mourns. 
Like twenty river-gods with all their urns. 6 

Let others icrew their hypocritic face, 

She {hews her grief in a fincerer place : 

There nature reigns, and paflion void of art; 

For that road leads dire&ly to the heart. 10 

* EPIGRAM, in a maid of honour’s 
praytr-book. 

WHEN Israel’s daughters mourn’d their paft of- 
"* fences, 

They dealt in fackcloth, and turn’d cinder-wenches: 


Eut 
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But Richmond’s fair ones never fpoil their locks; 
They ui'e white powder, and wear Holland imocks. 
O comely church ! where females find clean linen 
As decent to repent in, as to fin in. 




epigram. 


Written in the year 1712. 

A S Thomas was cudgell’d one day by his wife, 
He took to the ftreet, and fled for his life ; 
Tom’s three deareft friends came by in the fijuabble, 
And fav’d him at once from the Ihrew and the 
rabble; 

Then ventur’d tp give him fotne fober advice 5 
But Tom is a perfon of honour fo nice, 

Too wife to take counfel, to proud to take warning. 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning. 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventur’d his life ; 
Went home, and was cudgell’d again by his wife. 10 


3BO9oeom^aBOBoeoso90eaBDQ^^a^3fiQoc3ec 


* The Balance of Europe. 

N Ow Europe’s balanced, neither fide prevails, 
For nothing’s left in either of the leaks. 


I i 2 


* * A 
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* A Panegyrical Epistle to Mr. Tho¬ 
mas Snow, goldfmitb, near Temple- 
bar ; occcafioned by his buying and iellin 
the third South- fea fubfci iptions, taken i 
by the direClors at a thoufand per cent . f. 

T>Ifdain not, Snow, my humble verfe to hear; 
^ Stick thy black pen a while behind thy ear. 
Whether thy compter fhine with fums untold, 

And thy wide-grafping hand grows black with geld; 
Whether thy mien ereft, and fable lacks, 5 

In crouds of brokers overawe the ftocks ; 

Sufpend the wordly bus’nefs of the day, 

And to enrich thy mind, attend my lav. 

O thou, whofe penetrative wifdom "found 
The South fea rocks and fhelves, where thoufuids 
drown'd ! 

When credit funk, and commerce gafping lay, 
Ihou flood’ft ; no bill was lent unpaid away. 
When not a guinea chink’d on Martin's * boards, 
And * A twill’s felf was drain'd of all his hoards. 
Thou ftood’ll:; an Indian king in lize anti hue! 15 
Thy unexhaufted flxop was our Peru. 

. *t* d* 1 jc^r 1720, the Sou.lv Tea company, under pretence of par • 
P ubli c deh , obtained an ect of parihniem for enlarging Ju ir 
c i ; \ .... by t iking into it uil the cLhts of the nat on incline* befne 
the year 1716, amounting to 31,664.551 1. Part of th.s Aim v*as 
lubl r:oed d ui!o thtir capital at thui* iui>u notions ; the fir it at ;cr ). 
J er lhe f^cond at 400 1. and a thne at iz co J. Such was the in¬ 

fatuation of the line, that thefe Aibfaip.ions *cr.* b.mgM and r o!d at 
cxhorbita.it premiums; fo that ico 1 . Sot:;h fca Hock fulTcribeu at 
loco 1 . was (old lor J2co 1 . in Exchange alley. 

* Names of eminent goldsmiths. 

Why 
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Why did ’Change-alley wade thy precious hours 
Among the fools who gap’d for golden fhow’rs ? 

No wonder, if we find iome poets there. 

Who live on fancy, and can feed on air ; 20 

No wonder they were caught by South-lea fchemes. 
Who ne’er enjoy'd a guinea, but in dreams ; 

No wonder they their third lublcription fold 
For millions of imaginary gold ; 

No wonder that their fancies wild can frame 25 -v 
Strange reafons, that a thing is dill the fame, c 
Though change’d throughout infubdance and in^ 
name, 

But you (whole judgement (corns poetic flights) 
With contracts furnifh beys for paper-kites. 

Let vulture Hopkins ftretcli his rudy throat, 30 
Who ruins thoufands for a dngle groat : 

I know thou fcorn’ft his mean, his fordid mind ; 
Nor with ideal debts would’d plague mankind. 
Madmen alone their empty dreams purfue, 

And dill believe the fleeting viiion true ; 35 

They fell the treafurcs which their dumbers get. 
Then wake and fancy all the world in debt. 

If to inftru<d thee all my reafons fail. 

Yet be diverted by this moral tale. 

Through fam’d Mooriields extends a fpacious 
feat, 4 ° 

Where mortals of exalted wit retreat; 

Where wrapp’d in contemplation, and in draw, 

The wifer few from the mad world withdraw. 
There in full opulence a banker dwelt. 

Who all the joys and pangs of riches felt: 45 

His dde-board glitter’d with imagin’d plate ; 

And his proud fancy held a vaft edate. 

As on a time he pafs’d the vacant hours 
In railing piles of draw and twided bow Vs, 

A poet enter’d of the neighbouring cell, 50 

And with fix’d eye obferv’d the ft ruclure well: 

A fharpen’d fkew’r crofs his bare fhoulders bound 
A tatter’d rug, which dragg’d upon the ground. 
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The banker cry’d, “ Behold my caflle-walls, 

“ Myftatues, garden?, fountains, and canals, 57 
“ Witli land of more than twenty acres round!. 

4C All thefe I fell thee for ten thoufand pound,” 
The bard with wonder the cheap purchafe faw, 

So fign’d the contract (as ordains the law). 

The banker’s brain was cool’d ; the mift grew 
clear; 60 

T 1 : : vifionary feene was loft in air. 

He now the vaniih’d profpect underftood, 

And fear’d the fancy’d bargain was not good : 

Yet loath the fum entire fhould be deftroy’d, 

“ Give me a penny, and thy contrail’s void. ”6 5 
The flartled bard with eye indignant frown’d : 

Shall I, ye gods, (he cries) my debts compound !” 
So faying, from his rug the ilcew’r he takes. 

And on the flick ten equal notches makes ; 

With juft refentment dings it on the ground ; 7© 

“ There, take my tally * of ten thoufand.” 


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

The SOUTH-SEA 1721. 

Y E wife philofophcrs ! explain 

What magic makes our money rife. 

When dropt into the Southern main ? 

Or do thefe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 

Put in your money fairly told ; 5 

Prefto be gone-Tis here agen ; 

Ladies and gentlemen, behold, 

Here's ev’ry piece as big as ten. 

* Charles 71 . having borrowed a conCderab’e ftim, gave tallies-as 
* feeurity for th? repayment : bat foon afcr, fnu ting up the cx- 
«hcquer, thefe tallies were as much reduc d from their original va¬ 
lue, as the S uth-fca h~d exceeded it. 


Thus 
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Thus in a bafon drop a Chilling, 

Then till the veil'd to the brim : 

You lhall obferve, as you are filling, 

The pond’rous metal teems to trim. 

It rifes both in bulk and height; 

Behold it fwelling like a i'op! 

The liquid medium cheats your fight; 
Behold it mounted to the top ? 

In ftock three hundred thoufand pound; 

I have in view a lord’s eltate ; 

My manors all contiguous round; 

A coach and fix, and ferv’d in plate. 

Thus the deluded bankrupt raves. 

Puts all upon a defp’rate bet; 

Then plunges in the fouthern waves. 

Dipt over head and ears-in debt. 

So, by a calenture milled, 

The mariner with rapture fees 
On the fmooth ocean’s azure bed 
Enamel’d fields, and verdant trees. 

With eager hafte he longs to rove 
In that fantaltic feene, and thinks 
It mu ft be fome inchanted grove ; 

And in he leaps, and dozvn he finks. 

Two hundred chariots, juft befpoke. 

Are funk in thefe devouring waves, 

The horfes drawn’d, the harnefs broke ; 
And here the owners find their gvaves. 

Like Pharaoh, by dirtfiors led, 

They with their fpoils went iafe before ; 
His chariots tumbling out the dead, 

Lay Chatter’d on the Red fea there. 
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Rais’d upon Hope's afpiring plumes, 

The young advent’rer o’er the deep 
An eagle’s flight and Rate affiimes, 

And fcorns the middle way to keep. 

On paper wings he takes his flight ; 

With wax the father bound them faft; 
The wax is melted by the height. 

And down the tow’ring boy is caff. 

A moralifl: might here explain 
^ '1 he rafhnefs of the Cretan youth ; 
Defcribe his fall into the main, 

And from a fable form a truth. 

His wings are his paternal rent ; 

He melts his wax at ev’ry flame ; 

His credit funk, his money fpent. 

In Southern Jeas he leaves his name . 

Inform us, you that beft can tell. 


60 




70 

The whale dire&oi s eat up all. 


Vv hy in your dang’rous gulf profound. 
Where hundred and where thoufands fell 
Fools chiefly float, the wife are drown’d ? 

So have I feen from Severn’s brink 
A ilock of geefe jump down together, 
Swim where the bird of Jove would fink. 
And fwimming never wet a feather. 

One fool may from another win, 

^ And then get oft' with money ftor’d : 

But if a lharper once comes in' 

He throws at all, and fweeps the board. 

As hflies on each other prev, 

1 lie great ones fwaU’wing up the fmall 5 
So fares Jt in the Snin 1 


When 
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When Jlock is high, they come between. 

Making by fecond hand their others: 

Then cunningly retire unfeen, 75 

With each a million in his coffers. 

So, when upon a moonlhine night 
' An ais was drinking at a ftream, 

A cloud arofe, and ftopt the light 

By intercepting ev’rv beam. 8b 

The day of judgment will be loon, 

(Cries out a fage among the croud); 

An afs hath fwallow’d up the moon : 

The moon lay fafe behind the cloud. 

Each poor fubfcribcr to the fea 85 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies : 

Directors fall as well as they; 

Their fall is but a trick to rife. 

So fillies riling from the main, 

Can foar with moiften’d wings on high ; 9c 
The moifhire dry’d, they link again. 

And dip their fins again to fly. 

Undone at play, the female troops 
Come here their Ioffes to retrieve ; 

Ride o’er the waves in fpacious hoops, 95 

Like Lapland witches in a flcve. 

Thus Venus to the fea defcends. 

As poets feign ; but where’s the moral ? 

It fhews the queen of love intends 

To fearch the deep for pearl and coral. 100 

The fea is richer than the land, 

I heard it from my grannam’s mouth, 

Which now I clearly underhand ; 

For by the fea £he meant the Scuth. 

Vol.VII. Kk 


Thus 
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Thus by direfiors we are told, 

Pray, Gentlemen, believe your eyes ; 

Our ocean's cover’d o’er with gold. 

Look round, and fee how thick it lies. 

Oh ! would thofe patriots be fo kind, 

Here in the deep to walh their hands ; 

Then, like Padlolus, we ihould End 
The fca indeed had golden funds. 

A (hilling in the Rath you fling, 

The iiiver takes a nobler hue 

By magic virtue in the fpring, 

And leems a guinea to your view. 

Rut, as a guinea will not pafs 
At market for a farthing more. 

Shewn through a multiplying glafs, 

Than what it ahvas did before; 

So caft it in the Southern feas, 

And view it through a jobber's bill* 

Put on what fpeclacles you pleafe, 

Your guinea’s but a guinea ftill. 

One night a fool into a brook 

Thus from a hillock looking down, 

The golden liars for guineas took, 

And fiver Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no longer doubt; 

He ran, he leap’d into the Hood; 

There fj >rawl*d a while, and fcarce got out. 
All cover’d o’er with llime and mud. 

Upon the waters caft thy bread 

And after many day thou'It find it ; 

Put gold upon this ocean fpread 

Shall link, and leave no mark behind it. 
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There is a gulf where thoufands fell; 

Here all the bold advent’rers came ; 

A narrow found, though deep as hell • 

* Change-alley is the dreadful name. i*P 

Nine times a-day it ebbs and flows; 

Yet he that on the furface lies. 

Without a pilot, feldom knows 

The time it falls, or when ’twill rife. 

Subfcribers here by thoufands float, 1 4 5 

And juftle one another down ; 

Each padling in his leaky boat, 

And here they filh for gold, and drown. 

Now bury ’d in the depth below f 
Now mounted up to bcav'n agen> 

They reel and flagger too andfro. 

At their wits end , like drunken men *. 

Mean time fecure on Garr’way | cliffs 
A favage race, by ihiprecks fed. 

Lie waiting for the founder'd ikiffs, 1 55 

And ftrip the bodies of the dead. 

But thefe, you fay, are factious lies, 

From fome malicious Tory’s brain 
For where directors get a prize, 

The Swifs and Dutch whole millions drain. 1 to 

Thus, when by rooks a Lord is piy’d. 

Some cully often wins a bet. 

By vcnt’ring on the cheating fide, 

Though not into the fecret let. 

* Pfa'. evii. 

f Cctfcehcufe in ’Change alley. 


X* 
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While fome build caftles in the air, 
Directors build them in the feas : 
Subfcribers plainly fee ’em there; 

For fools will fee as wife men plcafe. 

Thus oft by mariners are fhown 
(Unlefs the men of Kent are liars) 

Earl Goodwin’s caftles ovei flown, 

And palace-roofs, and fteeple-fpires. 

Mark where the fly direflors creep. 

Nor to the fiiore approach too nigh ! 
The monfters neftle in the deep 
I o feize you in your palling bv. 

Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wife, 

,, Who. taught by inftinet how to Hum 
The crocodile that lurking lies, 

Run as they drink, and drinking run. 

Antaeus could, by magic charms, 

Recover ftrength whene’er he fell: 
Alcides held him in his arms, 

And fent him up in air to hell. 

Direftors thrown into the fea, 

Recover ftrength and vigour there; 

But may be tam’d another way, 

Sufpended for a while in air. 

Directors! for ’tis you I warn 

By long experience we have found, 

\V hat planet rul’d when you were born ; 
We fee you never can be drown’d. ’ 

Beware, nor over-bulky grow, 

Nor come within your cullv’s reach • 

For if the fea Ihould link fo low, 

To leave you dry upon the beach ; 
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You’ll owe your ruin to your bulk : 

Your foes already waiting ftand. 

To tear you like a founder’d hulk. 

While you lie helplefs on the fand. 2co 

Thus, when a whale hath loft the tide, 

The coafters croud to feize the fpoil; 

The monfter into parts divide. 

And ftrip the bones, and melt the oil. 

Oh ! may fome weftern tempefts fweep 205 

Thefe locufts, whom our fruits have fed. 

That plague, directors, to the deep, 

Driv’n from the South*fea to the Red ! 


May he, whom nature’s laws obey. 

Who lifts the poor, and links the proud, 210 
£>jiiet the raging of the Jic, 

And Jiill the madnefs of the croud! 

But never ihali our ifle have reft, 

Till thofe devouring fwinc run down, 

(The devils leaving the poJfe/l ) 7 215 

And headlong in the vjdiers drown. 

The nation then too late will find, 

Computing all their coft and trouble. 

Directors promifes but wind, 

South-lea at beft a mighty bubble. 220 

apparent rari nantes in gurgite vafo , 

Anna virum, tabulacqve , ct Trout gaza per urtdas . 

VlRG. 
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ui 'N, t* 




* A Ballad on QJJADRILLE. 


I. 

TT 7 HEN as corruption hence did go, 

* * And left the nation free ; 

When Ay faid Ay, and A T o faid No, 

Without a place or fee 5 
Then Satan thinking things went ill, 

Sent forth his fpirit call'd Quadrille , 

Quadrille, Quadrille , &c. 

II. 

Kings, queens, and knaves, made up his pack, 
And four fair fuits he wore; 

Kis troops they are with red and black 
All blotch'd and fpotted o’er; 

And ev’rv houfe, go where you will. 

Is haunted by the imp Quadrille , &c. 

III. 

Sure cards he has for cv’ry thing. 

Which well court-cards they name ; 

And, fhitefinan-like, calls in the king 
To help out a bad game: 

But, if the parties manage ill, 

The king is force’d to lofe Codille, See. 

IV. 

When two and two were met of old, 

Though they ne’er meant to marry, 

They were in Cupid’s books in roll’d,* 

And call’d a pa> ty quaree : 

But now, meet when and where you will, 

A party qua tec is Quad} Me> &c. * 
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V. 

The commoner, and knight, the peer, 

Men of all ranks and fame, 

Leave to their wives the only care 
To propagate their name; 

And well that duty they fulfil, 30 

When the good hufband’s at Q^tadriile, 8 c c. 

VI. 

When patients lie in piteous cafe, 

In comes th’ apothecary ; 

And to the doctor cries, alas ! 

Non debjs quadriHare . 3 5 

The patient dies without a pill; 

For \\hy ? the debtor’s at Qiiadrillc, Sec. 

VII. 

Should France and Spain again grow loud, 

The Mufcovite grow louder; 

Britain, to curb her neighbours proud, 40 

Would want both ball and powder; 

Muft want both fword and gun to kill; 

For why ? the gen’rai’s at Quadrille, &c. 

VIII. 

The King of late drew forth his fword, 

(Thank God ’twas not in wrath), 45 

And made of many a ’fquire and lord 
An unwafh’d Knight of Bath : 

What are their feats of arms and lldll ? 

They’re but nine parties at Quadrille , See. 

IX. 

A parry late at Cambray met, 50 

Which drew all Europe’s eyes ; 

’Twas call’d in Poftboy and Gazette 
The quadruple allies: 

But fome body took fomething ill, 

So broke this party at Quadrille , &c. 55 


X. And 




264 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

X. 

And now God fave this noble realm, 

And God fave eke Hanover ; 

And God fave thofe who hold the helm, 

V/ hen as the King goes over : 

But let the King go where he will, 6© 

His fuhjecte mud: play at Quadrille, 

Qnadnlle , Quadrille , See. 

* M O L L Y M O G. 

O R, 

The Fair Maid of the Inn f. 

Q Ays my uncle, I pray you difeover 

AVhat hath been the caule of your woes, 

Why you pine, and you whine, like a lover? 

I’ve feen Molly Mog of the Rofe. 

O nephew ! your grief is but folly ; r 

In town you may find better prog; 

Half a crown there will get you a Molly, 

A Molly much better than Mog. 

I know that by wits ’tis recited, 

That women at bed: are a clog: j© 

But I’m not fo eafily frighted 

From loving my iweet Molly Mog. 

f The Rofe-inn at Ockingham In Berklhire. 


The 


































MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 26$ 

The fchoolboy’s defire is a play-day ; 

The fchoolmafter’s joy is to dog ; 

The milk-maid’s delight is on May-day; 15 

But mine is on fweet Molly Mog. 

Will-o’-wifp leads the traveller a-gadding 
Thro’ ditch and thro’ quagmire and bog: 

But no light can fet me a-madding, 

Like the eyes of my fweet Molly Mog. 2© 

For guineas in other mens breeches 

Your gamefters will palm and will cog: 

But I envy them none of their riches. 

So I may win fweet Molly Mog. 

The heart, when half wounded, is changing, 25 
It here and there leaps like a frog : 

But my heart can never be ranging, 

’Tis fo fix’d upon fweet Molly Mog. 

Who follows all ladies of pleafure, 

In pleafure is thought but a hog: 3c 

All the fex cannot give fo good meafure 
Of joys, as my fweet Molly Mog. 

I feel I’m in love to diftra&ion. 

My fenfes all loft in a fog ; 

And nothing can give fatisfa&ion 35 

But thinking of fweet Molly Mog. 

A letter when I am inditing. 

Comes Cupid and gives me a jog; 

And I fill all the paper with writing 

Of nothing but fweet Molly Mog. 4© 

If I would not give up the three Graces, 

I wifh I were hang’d like a dog, 

And at court all the drawing-room faces, 

For a glance of my fweet Molly Mog. 

Vol.VII. LI 


Thofe 
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Thofe faces want nature and fpirit, 4 < 

And feem as cut out of a log: 

Juno, Venus, and Pallas’s merit 
Unite in my fweet Molly Mog. 

Thofe who toaft all the family royal 

In bumpers of hogan and nog, 50 

Have hearts not more true or more loyal 
- Than mine to my fweet Molly Mog. 

Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 

And writing another eclogue ; 

Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis jij 

He’d give up for fweet Molly Mog. 

When fhe fmiles on each gueft, like her liquor, 
Then jealoufy fets me agog ; 

To be fure file’s, a bit for the vicar. 

And fo I lhall lofe Molly Mog. 60 



* A new Song of new Similes. 


TV/TY pafTion is as muftard ftrong; 

I fit all fober fad, 

Drunk as a piper all day long, 

Or like a March hare mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow; 

I drink, yet can’t forget her; 

For, though as Drunk as David’s fow, 
I love her ftill the better. 
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Pert as a pear-monger I’d be, 

If Molly were but kind ; 

Cool as a cucumber could fee 
The reft of woman-kind. 

Like a (hick pig I gaping flare, 

And eye her o’er and o’er ; 

Lean as a rake with iighs and care. 

Sleek as a moufe before. 

Plump as a partridge was I known, 

c . And foft as filk my lkin ; 

My cheeks as fat as butter grown ; 

But as a groat now thin ! 

I, melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep; 

But flie, infenfible of that, 

Sound as a top* can fleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or flone ; 

She laughs to fee me pale, 

And merry as a grig is grown. 

And brifk as bottled ale. 

The god of love, at her approach, 

Is bufy as a bee ! 

Hearts found as any bell or roach, 
iire fmit, and iigh like me. 

Ah me! as thick as hops or hail. 

The fine men croud about her: 

But foon as dead as a door-nail 
bhali I be, if without her. 

Strait as my leg her fhape appears; 

O were we join’d together ! 

My heart would be fcot free from cares, 
And lighter than a feather. 

LI 2 
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As fine as fivepence is her mien; 

No drum was ever tighter; 

Her glance is as the razor keen. 

And not the fun is brighter. 

As foft as pap her kifies are ; 

Methinks I tafte them yet; 

Brown as a berry is her hair. 

Her eyes as black as jet. 

As fmooth as glafs, as white as curds. 
Her pretty hand invites : 

Sharp as a needle are her words; 

Her wit like pepper bites. 

Brilk as a body loufe Hie trips, 

Clean as a penny drefi:; 

Sweet as a rofe her breath and lips. 

Round as the globe her breaft. 

Full as an egg was I with glee, 

And happy as a king; 

Good Lord ! how all men cnvy’d me! 

She lov'd like any thing. 

But falie as hell, {he, like the wind. 
Changed as her fex mufi: do ; 

Though feeming as the turtle kind. 

And like the gofpel true. 

If I and Molly could agree, 

Let who would take Peru ! 

Great as an emp’ror fhould I be. 

And richer than a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a chick. 

Pm dull as any poft: 

Let us like burs together ftick, 

And warm as any toaft. 
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You'll know me truer than a dye, 

And wiih me better fped, 

Flat as a flounder when I lie, 7- 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun, {he’ll drop a tear, 

And iigh perhaps, and wiih* 

When I am rotten as a pear, 

And mute as any fiih. 80 


* 

♦NEWGATE’S GARLAND. 


Being a new Ballad, {hewing how Mr. Jonathan 
Wild’s throat was cut from ear to ear with a 
penknife, by Mr. Blake, alias Bluelkin, the bold 
highwayman, as he flood at his trial in the Old 
Bailey, 1725. 


To the tune of the Cutpurfe. 


I. 


Y E gallants of Newgate, whofe Angers are nice 
In diving in pockets, or cogging of dice ; 

\ e {harpers fo rich, who can buy off* the noofe ; 
Ye honefter poor rogues, who die in your flioes, 
Attend and draw near, 5 

Good news ye fhall hear, 

How Jonathan’s throat was cut from ear to ear, 
How Bludkin’s {harp penknife hath fet you at eafe, 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleale. 


When to the old Bailey this Bluelkin was led, 10 
He held up his hand; his indictment was read ; 

Loud 
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Loud rattled his chains ; near him Jonathan Rood ; 
For full forty pounds was the price of his blood. 
Then, hopelefs of life, 

He drew his penknife, 15 

And made a fad widow of Jonathan’s wife. 

But forty pounds paid her, her grief ihall appeafe ; 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

III. 

Some fay there are courtiers of high eft renown, 
Who Real the King’s gold, and leave him but a 
crown: 20 

Some fay there are peers, and fome parliament-men, 
Who meet once a-year to rob courtiers agen. 

Let them all take their fwing 
To pillage the King, 

And get a blue ribband inilead of a Rring. 25 

Now Bluefkin’s fharp penknife hath let you at cafe ; 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 

IV. 

Knaves of old, to hide guilt by their cunning inven¬ 
tions, 

Call'd briberies grants, and plain robberies penfions; 
Phyficians and lawyers (who take their degrees 30 
To be learned rogues) call’d their pilfering fees. 
Since this happy day 
Now ev’ry man may 

Rob (as fafe as in oRIce) upon the highway. 

I or Bluefkin's fharp penknife hath fetyou at cafe; ^5 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he plealc. 

V. 

Some cheat in the cuftoms, fome rob the excife; 

But he who robs both is efteenied moft wife. 
Churchwardens, too prudent to hazard the halter. 
As yet only venture to Real from the altar. 40 
But now to get gold. 

They may be more bold. 

And rob on the highway, Rnce Jonathan's cold : 

For Blu elk in’s fliarp penknife hath let you at eafe; 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 43 

Some 
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VI. 


Some by public revenues, which pafs’d thro’ their 
hands, 

Have purchas’d clean houfe9, and bought dirty lands: 
Some to fteal from a charity think it no fin, 
Which at home (fays the proverb) does always begin. 


But, if ever you be 
AfHgn’d the truilee, 


Treat not orphans like mailers of the chancery ; 
But take the highway, and more honeftly leize; 
For ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 


VII. 


What a pother has here been with Wood and his 
brafs! 5 5 

Who would modeftly make a few halfpennies pafs! 
The patent is good, and the precedent’s old, 

For Diomede changed his copper for gold: 


But if Ireland defpife 
The new halfpennies, 


60 


With more fafety to rob on the road I advife: 

For Bluefkin’s fharp penkniie hath let thee at eafe; 
And ev’ry man round me may rob, if he pleafe. 


(Oi !011C! 10! !0! f£] id \& [O! 101 !01 !0! !01 !C! fc>! !0110! tO! \<>\ [01 

PROMETHEUS. 

On Wood * the patentees Irilh halfpence. 


Written in the year 1724. 

I. 

S when the ’fquire and tinker, Wood, 



Gravely confuhing Ireland’s good. 

Together mingled in a mais 

Smith’s dull and copper, lead and brafs ; 

* See an account of Wood’s prj ft in the Dnpier's letters, vol. 3. 


The 
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The mixture thus by chymic art 
United clofe in ev’ry part. 

In fillets roll’d, or cut in pieces, 

Appear’d like one continu’d fpecies ; 

And by the forming engine flruck, 

On all the fame impreffion ftuck : 

So, to confound this hated coin, 

All parties and religions join ; 

Whigs, Tories, Trimmers, Hanoverians, 
Quakers, Conformilts, Prefbyterians, 
Scotch, Irifh, Englifh, French, unite. 
With equal int’reft, equal fpite ; 

Together mingled in a lump. 

Do all in one opinion jump ; 

And ev’ry one begins to find 
The fame imprefTion on his mind. 

A flrarige event! whom gold incites 
To blood and quarrels, brafs unites : 

So, goldfmiths fay, the coarfefl ftuff 
Will ferve for folder well enough: 

So, by the kettle’s loud alarm, 

The bees are gather’d to a fwarm; 

So, by the brazen trumpet’s bluffer, 
Troops of all tongues and nations mufter: 
And fo the harp of Ireland brings 
Whole crouds about its brazen firings. 

II. 

There is a chain let down from Jove, 
But faflen’d to his throne above. 

So Orong, that from the lower end, 

They fay, all human things depend. 

This chain, as ancient poets hold, 

When Jove was young, was made of gold. 
Prometheus once this chain purloin’d, 
DilTolv’d, and into money coin’d ; 

Then Whips me on a chain of brafs. 
(Venus was brib’d to let it pafs *). 
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io 
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20 


25 


30 


4 ^ 


A great lady was f-id to have been bribed by Wood. 


Now, 
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Now, while this brazen chain prevail’d, 
Jove faw that all devotion fail’d; 

No temple to his godfliip rais’d ; 

No facrifice on altars blaz’d ; 

In lliort, fuch dire confulion follow’d, 
Earth mull have been in chaos fwallow’d. 
Jove flood amaz’d; but, looking round. 
With much ado the cheat he found ; 
’Twas plain he could no longer hold. 

The world in any chain but gold; 

And to the god of wealth, his brother, 
»Sent Mercury to get another. 

Prometheus on a rock is laid, 

Ty’d with a chain himfelf had made. 

On icy Caucafus to fhiver, 

While vultures eat his growing liver. 

III. 

Ye pow’rs of Grubftreet, make me able 
Difcreetly to apply this fable ; 

Say, who is to be underftood 

By that old thief Prometheus ? Wood. 

For Jove, it is not hard to guefs him; 

I mean his Majefty, God blefs him. 

The thief and blackfmith was fo bold. 

He ftrove to fteal that chain of gold 
Which links the fubjeft to the king, 

And change it for a brazen fixing. 

But fure, if nothing elfe mufi pals 
Between the king and us, but brafs, 
Although the chain will never crack, 

Yet our devotion may grow flack. 

But Jove will foon convert, 1 hope, 
This brazen chain into a rope; 

With which Prometheus fhall be ty’d, 

And high in air for ever ride; 

Where, if we find his liver grows 
For want of vultures, we have crows, 
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* STREPHON and FLAVIA. 


\T 7 lTH ev’ry lady in the land 
* * Soft $trpphon kept a pother; 

One year he languilh'd for one haud. 
And next year for the other. 

Yet when his love the fhepherd told 
To Flavia fair and coy, 

Relerv’d, demure, than fnow more cold. 
She fcorn’d the gentle boy. 

Late at a ball he own’d his pain : 

She bluih’d, and frown'd, and fwore. 
With all the marks of high difdain, 

She'd never hear him more. 

The fwain perfifted ftill to.pray, 

The nymph ftill to deny; 

At laft (lie vow’d Ihe would not flay; 

He fwore hie fliould not fly. 

Enrag’d flie call'd her footman ftrait. 

And rufli’d from out the room. 

Drove to her lodging, lock'd the gate, 
And lay with Ralph at home. 


io 


20 




C O R I N N A. 

Written in the year 1712. 

HTHIS day, (the year I dare not tell) 
Apollo play’d the midwife’s part; 
Into the world Corinna fell, 

And he endow’d her witji his art ; 


But 
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But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 5 

Both foftly to the cradle creep 
Both ftroke her hands, and rub her gums, 

While the poor child lay fait alleep. 

Then Cupid thus : This little maid 

Of love Ihall always fpeak and write: 10 

And I pronounce (die Satyr laid) 

The world {hall feel her fcratch and bite. 

Her talent {he difplay’d betimes ; 

For in twice twelve revolving moons 
She feem’d to laugh and fquall in rhymes, 15 

And all her geltures were lampoons. 

At lix years old the fubtle jade 

Stole to the pantry-door, and found 
The butler with my Lady’s maid ; 

And you may fwear the tale went round, 20 
She made a fong how little Mifs 
Was kifs’d and flobber’d by a lad ; 

And how when Matter went to p-, 

Mils came, and peep’d at all he had. 

At twelve a wit and a coquette; 2J 

Marries for love, half whore, half wife: 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt ; 

Turns auth’rcfs, and is Curb’s for life. 

Her common-place book all gallant is. 

Of fcandal now a cornucopia ; 30 

She pours it out in Atalantis *, 

Or memoirs of the New Utopia, 


* The Atalantis was written by Mrs. Manley ; and may be confi- 
dered as a pander for the ftews, who gains admittance inti' good com- 
<*mpany by a genteel appearance, and good addrefs. ( 
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* The 
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* The Q^U I D N U N C K I S. 

A TALE occafioned by the death of the Duke 
Regent of France. 

TTOW vain are mortal man’s endeavours ! 

X± (Said at Dame Elleot’s f, Mr. T-s) ; 

Good Orleans dead! in truth ’tis hard ; 

Oh ! may all ftatefmcn die prepar’d ! 

I do forefee (and for forefeeing 
He equals any man in being) 

The army ne’er can be difbanded. 

-- 1 wifh the King were fafely landed. 

Ah friends ! great changes threat the land ! 

All France and England at a ftand 1 
There’s Meroweis—mark ! ftrange work ! 

And there’s the Czar, and there’s the Turk - « 

The Pope—An India merchant by 
Cut fliort the fpeech with this reply. 

All at a ftand ? you fee great changes ! 15 

Ah, Sir! you never faw the Ganges : 
i here dwells the nation of Quidnunckis, 

(So Monomotapa calls monkies): 

On either bank, from bough to bough, 

They meet and chat (as we may now) : 

}} hifpc *s go round, they grin, they ftirug, 

1 hey bow, they fnarl, they fcratch, they hug ; 
And, juft as chance or whim provoke them. 

They either bite their friends, or ftroke them. 

There have I feen fome aiftive prig, 25 

To lliew liis parts, beftride the twig ; 


t A coftee-houfe near St. James's. 


Lord ! 
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Lord 1 how the chatt’ring tribe admire ! 

Not that he’s wifer, but lie’s higher ; 

All long to try the vent’rous thing, 

(For pow’r is bur to have one fwing). 30 

From lide to tide he fprings, he f urns, 

And bangs his toes and friends by turns. 

Thus as in giddy freaks he bounces, 

Crack g es the twig, and in he flounces ! 

Down the fwift ftream the wretch is borne ; 35 

Never, ah never, to return ! 

Z- ds 1 what a fall had our dear brother ? 

Morllczi ! cries one, and Damme, t’other. 

The nation gives a gen’ral fcreech ; 

None cocks his tail, none claws his breech ; 40 

Each trembles for the public weal, 

And for a while forgets to fteal. 

A while all eyes intent and fteddy 
Purfue him whirling down the eddy : 

But, out of mind when out of view, 43 

Some other mounts the twig anew; 

And bus’neft, on each monkey fliore, 

Runs the fame track it run before. 


AY and NO: A Fable. 


JN fable all things hold difeourfe ; 

A Then words, no doubt, muft talk of courfe. 

Once on a time, near Channel-row f, 

Two hoflile adverbs. Ay and No, 

+ Channel row is a dirty ftreet near the pailiament-1 oufe t Weft- 
m • after. 


Were 
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Were haft’ning to the field of fight, 

And front to front fitood oppofite. 

Before each gen’ral join’d the van. 

Ay, the more courteous knight, began : 

Stop, peevifh particle, beware ! 

I’m told you are not fucli a bear, io 

But fometimes yield, when offer’d fair. 

Suffer yon folks a while to tattle; 

’Tis we who muff decide the battle. 

Whene’er we war on yonder ffage 
With various fate, and equal rage, 15 

The nation trembles at each blow, 

That No gives Ay, and Ay gives No : 

Y ;t in expenfive long contention 
We gain nor office, grant, or penfion : 

Why then fhould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? 20 

(For two of you make one of 11s *). 

To fome wife ftatefman let us go. 

Where each his proper ufe may know : 

He may admit two fuch commanders. 

And make thofe wait who ferv’d in Flanders. 25 
Let’s quarter on a great man’s tongue, 

A treas’ry-lord, not Mr. Y —g. 

Obfequious at his high command 
Ay fhall march forth to tax the land. 

Impeachments No can beft reliff, 30 

And Ay fupport the civil lilt : 

Ay quick as Caefar wins the day; 

And No, like Fabhis, by delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly difguife, 

Let Ay’s feem No’s, and No's feem Ay’s; 35 
Ay’s be in court’s denials meant, 

And No’s in bifhopsgive confent. 

Thus Ay propos’d-and for reply 

No for the firft time anfwer’d Ay, 

They parted with a thoufand kiffes. 

And fight e’er fince for pay, like Swifles. 

* In Engiilh two negatives make ar. affirma’.iv?. 


PHILLIS ; 
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P H I L L I S; 

O R, 

The PROGRESS of LOVE. 


Written in the year 1716, 


TV Eiponding Phillis was endu’d 
With ev’ry talent of a prude ; 

.She trembled when a man drew near; 

Salute her, and fhe turn’d her ear; 

If o’er again ft her you were place’d, 5 

She dui ft not look above her waift : 

She’d rather take you to her bed, 

Then let you fee her drefs her head: 

In church you hear her, through the croud, 
Piepeat the abfolution loud : 10 

In church fecure behind her fan, 

She durft behold that monfter man ; 

There pradfis’d how to place her head. 

And bit her lips to make them red; 

Or on the mat devoutly kneeling, 15 

Would lift her eyes up to the ceiling, 

And heave her bofom unaware, 

For neighb’ring beaux to fee it bare. 

At length a lucky lover came, 

And found admittance to the dame. 20 

Suppofe all parties now agreed. 

The writings drawn, the lawyer fee’d, 

The vicar and the ring befpoke : 

Guefs, how could fuck a match be broke ? 


See 
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See then what mortals place their blifs in ! 
Next morn betimes the bride was milling : 
The mother fcream’d, the father chid ; 

V here can this idle wench be hid ? 

No news of Phil ! the bridegroom came, 

And thought his bride had lkulk’d for ihame 
Becaufe her father us’d to fay, 

The girl had fuch a,bafhful way. 

Now John the butler muft be lent 
To learn the road that Phillis went. 

The groom was wifh’d to faddle Crop ; 

For John muft neither light nor flop, 

But find her, wherefoeT fhe fled, 

And bring her back, alive or dead. 

See here again the devil to do; 

For truly John was milling too : 

The liorfe and pillion both were gone ! 

Phillis, it feems, was fled with John. 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phil had left behind, 

A letter on the toilet fees, 

To my much honour'd father-thefe. 

(’ 1 is always done, romances tell us, 

When daughters run away with fellows). 

Fill’d with the choiceft common places. 

By others us’d in the like cafes. 

“ I hat long ago a fortune-teller 
“ Exaclly laid what now befel her; 

“ And in a glafs had made her fee 
Ci A Frying man of low degree. 

<c It was her fate, muft be forgiven ; 

“ For marriages were made in heaven ; 

“ His pardon begg’d; but, to be plain, 

“ She do’t, if 5 1were to do again : 

“ i hank’d God, ’twas neuher fliame nor fin ; 
“ For John was come of honeft kin, 

<( Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
u She’d beg with John from dcor to door. 
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c( Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 

“ She'll never do't another time. 

“ She ne’er before in all her life 
ii Once difobey’d him, maid nor wife. 
c< One argument Hie fumm’d up all in, 
il The thing was done, and paft recalling ; 

And therefore hop’d Ihe Ihould recover 
“ His favour, when his paflion’s over. 70 

“ bhe valu’d not what others thought her, 

“ And was-his mod obedient daughter.” 

Fair maidens, all attend the mufe, 

Who now the wand’ring pair purfues : 

Away they rode in homely fort, 7 ? 

Their journey long, their money fhort; 

The loving couple well bemir’d ; 

The horfe and both the riders tir’d ; 

Their victuals bad, their lodging worfe ; 

Phil cry’d, and John began to curfe ; 8a 

Phil wifh’d, that {he had {train’d a limb, 

When hrft ihe ventur’d out with him ; 

John wifh’d, that he had broke a leg, 

When firft for her he quitted Peg. 

But what adventures more befel ’em. 85 

The mufe hath now no time to tell ’em ; 

How Johnny wheedled, threaten’d, fawn'd. 

Till Phillis all her trinkets pawn’d ; 

How oft llie broke her marriage-vows. 

In kindnefs to maintain her fpoufe, £© 

Till lwains unwholefome fpoil’d the trade; 

For now the furgeons mulf be paid. 

To whom thofe perquisites are gone, 

In Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fcarce, 95 

Fate put a period to the farce, 

And with exact poetic juftice; 

For John is landlord, Phillis hoftcfs : 

They keep at Staines the Old Blue Boar, 

Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 100 

N n The 
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The Progress of Poetry, 

Written in the year 1720. 

nPPIE farmer’s goofe, who in the ftubble 
Has fed without reftraint or trouble, 

Grown fat with corn, and fitting frill, 

Can ficarce get o’er the barn-door fill! 

And hardly waddles forth to cool 5 

Her belly in the neighb’ring pool; 

Nor loudly cackles at the door; 

For cackling lhews the goofe is poor. 

But, when fhe mult be turn’d to grafe, 

And round the barren common ftravs, 10 

Hard exercife and harder fare 

Soon make my dame grow lank and fpare : 

Her body light, fhe tries her wings, 

And i corns the ground, and upward fprings ; 
While all the parifh, as fhe flies, j 5 

Hear founds harmonious from the ikies. 

buch is the poet frefh in pay, 

(The third night's profits of his play) ; 

His morning draughts till noon can fwill 
Among his brethren of the quill : 2© 

With good roaft beef his belly full, 

Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 

Deep funk in plenty and delight, 

What poet e’er could take his flight ? 

Or ftuff’d with phlem up to the throat, 25 

What poet e’er could fing a note ? 

Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Along the high celeftial road ; 
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The fteed, opprefs’d, would break his girth 


To raife the lumber from the earth. 


But view him in another fcene, 
When all his drink is Hippocrene, 
His money fptnt, his patrons fail,j 
His credit out for cheefe and ale ; 


His two years coat fo fmooth and bare. 


35 


Through evYy thread it lets in air ; 
With hungry meals his body pin’d, 
His guts and belly full of wind ; 
And, like a jockey for a race, 


His flefh brought down to dying cafe : 


L»ow his exalted fpirit loaths 
Incumbrances of food and cloaths ; 
And up he riles, like a vapour, 
Supported high on wings of paper ; 

He iinging Hies, and flying flngs, 

While from below all Grubftreet rings. 



The Progress of Beauty. 



Written in the year 1720. 


TT/IIEN fir ft Diana leaves her bed, 
* * Vapours and fleams her looks 
A frowzy dirtv-colour’d red 


Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face: 
But by degrees, when mounted high, 


5 


Her artificial face appears 
Down from her window in the Iky, 

Her fpots are gone, her vifage clears 


N n 2 


’Twixt 
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’Twixt earthly females and the moon 

All parallels exa&ly run : io 

If Celia fhould appear too foon. 

Alas the nymph would be undone! 

To fee her from her pillow rife, 

All reeking in a cloudy Ream, 

Crack’d lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes, j5 
Poor Strephon, how would he blafplieme 1 

Three colours, black, and red, and white, 

So graceful in their proper place, 

Remove them to a different fite, 

They form a frightful hideous face : 20 

For inftance, when the lily fkips 
Into the precincts of the rofe, 

And take* poflefllon of the lips. 

Leaving the purple to the nole. 

So Celia went entire to bed, 

All her complexion fafe and found ; 

But when fhe rofe, white, black, and red, 

Though Rill in fight, had changed their ground. 

The black, which would not be confin’d, 

A more inferior Ration leeks, ’ o 0 

Leaving the fiery red behind, 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 

But Celia can with eafe reduce, 

By help of pencil, paint, and brufli, 

Each colour to its place and ufe, 

And teach her cheeks again to blufli. 

She knows her early felf no more ; 

But fill’d with admiration Rands, 

As other painters oft adore 

The workmanfhip of their own hands. 40 

Thus 


25 


35 
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Thus after four important hours, 

Celia’s the wonder of her fex: 

Say, which among the heav’nly pow’rs 
Could caufe fuch marvellous effects ? 

Venus, indulgent to her kind, 45 

Gave women all their hearts could with, 

When firtt Ihe taught them where to find 
White lead and Luiitanian * dilh. 

Love with white lead cements his wings : 

White lead was lent us to repair 50 

Two brighteft, brittleft, earthly things, 

A lady’s face, and China ware. 

She ventures now to lift the fa ill; 

The window is her proper fphere : 

Ah lovely nymph ! be not too rafh, 55 

Nor let the beaux approach too near : 

Take pattern by your filler ftar ; 

Delude at once, and blefs our fight; 

When you are feen, be feen from far. 

And chiefly chufe to lliine by night. 

But art no longer can prevail, 

When the materials all are gone; 

The bell machanic hand muft fail, 

Where nothing’s left to work upon. 

Matter, as wife logicians fay, 6^ 

Cannot without a form iubfifi; 

And form, fay I, as well as they, 

Mull fail, if matter bi ings no grift. 

And this is fair Diana’s cafe; 

For all aftrologers maintain, 70 


* Tortuga’. 


Each 




286 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

Each night a bit drops off her face, 

When mortals fay flic’s in her wane : 

While * Partridge wifely Ihews the caufe 
Efficient of the moon's decay, 

That Cancer with his pois’nous claws 75 

Attacks her in the milky way : 

But Cadbury *, in art profound, 

From her pale cht ks pretends to fhow. 

That iwrin Endymion f is not found, 

Or elle that Mercury’s her foe. 80 

But, let the caufe be what it will, 

In half a month fhe looks fo thin, 

That Flamftead can, with all his lkill, 

See but her forehead, and her chin. 

Yet, as fhe waftcs, fhe grows difcreet S 5 

r l ill midnight never fhews her head : 

So rotting Celia ffrolls the ftrcet. 

When fober folks are all a-bed. 

For fure, if this be Luna’s fate. 

Poor Celia but of mortal race, 9® 

In vain experts a longer date 
To the materials of her face. 

W hen Mercury her treffes mows, 

1 o think of black-lead combs is vain : 

No painting can reffore a nofe. 9- 

Nor will her teeth return again. 

Ye pow’rs who over love prefide ! 

Since mortal beauties drop fo foon, 

If you would have us well fupplv’d, 

Send ns new nymphs with each new moon. 100 

* Partridge and Gadbury wrote each an ephemeris. 
f tndjmion, a young/hepherd, of whom D.ana was feigned to bs 
enamoured. 


PETHOX 
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P E T H O X the GREAT. 


Written in the Year 1723. 


F .^ROM Venus born, thy beauty fhows ; 

But who thy father, no man knows : 

Nor can the ikilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race : 

Whether thy temper full of fire, 5 

Dilcovers V ulcan for thy fire ; 

The god who made Scamander boil, 

And round his margin iinge’d the foil. 

From whence, philofophers agree, 

An equal pow’r defcends to thee! 10 

Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high defcent from whence you came ; 

And, as a proof, fiiew num’rous fears 
By fierce encounters made in wars, 

Thofe honourable wounds you bore 15 

From head to foot, and all before ; 

And ftill the bloody field frequent, 

Familiar in each leader’s tent : 

Or whether, as the learn’d contend, 

You from the neighb’ring Gaul defeend ; 20 

Or from Parthenope * the proud, 

Where numberlefs thy vot’ries croud : 

Whether thy great forefathers came 
From realms that bear Vefputio’s name ; 

For fo conje&’rers would obtrude, 25 

And from thy painted Ik in conclude: 


Naples. 


Whether, 
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Whether, as Epicurus fhows, 

The world from juftling feeds arofe, 
Which, mingling with prolific ftrife 
In chaos, kindled into life ; 

So your production was the fame. 

And from contending atoms came. 

^ Thy fair indulgent mother crown’d 
Thy head with fparkling rubies round : 
Beneath thy decent fteps the road 
Is all with precious jewels fixow’d. 

'i lie bird of Pallas * knows his port*, 

Thee to attend, where-e’er thou go’ft. 

Byzantians boafi:, that on the clod 
Where once their Sul/an 9 s horfe hath trod, 
Grows neither graft, nor flirub, nor tree : 
The fame thy fubjecls boafi: of thee. 

The greatefi: lord, when you appear, 
Will deign your livery to wear, 

In all the various colours feen 
Of red, and yellow, blue, and green. 

With half a word, when you require, 
The man of bus’nefs mufi: retire. 

The haughty minifter of hate 
With trembling mufi: thy leifure wait; 

And, while his fate is in thy hands, 

The bus’nefs of the nation hands. 

riiou dar’fi: the greatefi: prince attack, 
Canft hourly fet him on the rack, 

And, as an inftance of thy pow’r, 

Inclofe him in a wooden tow’r : 

With pungent pains on ev’ry fide, 

So Piegulus in torments dy’d. 

From thee our youth all virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to difeern ; 

And well thy fcholars are endu’d 
With temp’rance, and with fortitude; 

* Bubo, ihc owl. 


3® 


35 


40 


45 


5° 


55 


6c 
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"With patience, which all ills fupports ; 

Ancl fecrecy, the art of courts. 

The glitt’ring beau could hardly tell, 65 

Without your aid, to read or fpell; 

But having long convers’d with you, 

Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in ev’ry noble race ? 70 

In whom thy features, fhape, and mien 
Are to the life didindtly feen. 

The Britons once a lavage kind, 

By you were brighten’d and refin’d. 

Descendants of the barb’rous Huns, 75 

With limbs robuft, and voice that duns : 

But you have molded them afrelh, 

Remov’d the tough Superfluous flefli, 

Taught them to modulate their tongues, 

And lpeak without the help of lungs, 80 

Proteus on you bellow’d the boon 
To change your vifage like the moon; 

You fometimes half a face produce, 

Keep t’other half for private ufc. 

How fam’d thy conduct in the light 85 

With * Hermes, fon of Pleias bright! 
Outnumber’d, half encompafs’d round. 

You drove for ev’ry inch of ground y 
Then, by a foldierly retreat, ' 

Retir’d to your imperial feat. 90 

The vidtor, when your Iteps he trace’d. 

Found all the realms before him wade; 

You, o’er the high triumphal arch 
Pontific, made your glorious march ; 

The -wondrous arch behind you fell, 95 

And left a chafm profound as hell: 

You, in your capitol fecur’d, 

A liege as long as Troy endur’d. 

* Mercury, 


O o 


Yol. VII. 
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The Lamentation of Glumdalclitch 
for the Iqfs of Grildrig j. 

A PASTO R A L. 


OOON as Glumdalclitch mifs’d her pleafing care, 
° She wept, ilie blubber’d, and fhe tore her liair ; 
No Britifli Mifs fincerer grief has known, 

Her fqmrrel miffing, or her fparrow flown. 

She furl’d her lampler, and hawl’d in her thread, 5 
And ftuck her needle into Grildrig’s bed ; 

Then fpread her hands, and with a bounce let fall 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. 

In peals of thunder now fhe roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow ; 10 

Yet lovely in her forrow ftifl appears: 

Iler locks difhevell’d, and her flood of tears. 

Seem like the lofty barn of fome rich rich fwain, 
When from the thatch drips faft a fhow’r of rain. 

In vain flic fearch’d each cranny of the houfe, 15 
Each gaping chink, impervious to a moufe. 

€i Was it for this (fhe cry’d) with daily care, 

“ Within thy re^ch I fet the vinegar, 

“ And fill’d the cruet with the acid tide, 

“ While pepper-water worms thy bait fupplv’d; 23 
H Where twin’d the filver cel around thy hook, 

“ And all the little monflers of the brook I 
“ Sure in that lake he dropt; my Grilly’s drown’d!” 
She dragg’d the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 

f See Gulliver's travels, in vol, 5. 


Vain 

































MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. ? 9 i 

“ Vain is thy courage, Grilly, vain tliy boaft; 2 5 
“ But little creatures enterprise die moft. 

<c Trembling, I’ve fcen thee dare the kitten's paw, 

“ Nay mix with children, as they play’d at taw, 

“ Nor fear the marbles, as they bounding flew: 
Mu:bles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 30 
“ Why did I tfuft thee with that giddy voutli ? 

“ Who from a page can ever learn the truth ? 

“ Vers’d in court-tricks, that money-loving boy 
“ To iorne lord's daughter fold the living toy, 

“ Or rent him linlb from limb in cruel phy, 3^ 
“ As children tear the wings of flies away. 

<c From place to place o’er Brobdingnag i’ll roam,' 
ic And never will return, or bring thee home. 

“ But who hath eyes to trace the palling wind ? 

“ How then thy fairy footfteps can I find ? 40 

“ Doft thou bewilder’d wander all alone 
“ In the green thicket of a molly ftone : 

“ Or, tumbled from the toadftool's flipp’iw round, 
fi Perhaps all maim’d lie grov’ling on the ground ? 
“ Doft thou, imbofom’d in the lovely rofe? 4^ 
11 Or funk within the peach’s daw rep’ofe ? 

“ Within the king-cup if thy limbs are fpread, 

“ Or in the golden covvflip’s velvet head. 

“ O lhcw me, Flora, ’midft thofe fweets, the flow’r 
u Wliere deeps my Orildrig in his fragrant bow’r ! 

“ But ah ! 1 fear thy little fancy roves 51 

c< On little females, and on little loves ; 

“ Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny fpo.ufe, 

“ The baby play-things that adorn thy houfe, 

“ Doors,windows,chimnies, and thefpacious rooms, 
ie Equal in fize to cells of honey-combs ; 56 

“ Haft thou for thefe now ventur'd from the fhore, 
“ Thy bark a bean-fhcll, and a draw thine oar ? 

“ Of in ihy box now bounding on the main, 

“ Shall 1 ne’er bear thvfclf and houfe again ? 60 

“ And fhall I iet thee on my hand no more, 

“ To fee thee leap the lines, and traverfe o*cr 

O o 2 <c My 
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<c Mv fpacions palm ? of ftature fcarce a fpan, 

“ Mimic the actions of a real man ? 

“ No more behold thee turn my watch’s key, 65 
As feamen at a capftern anchors weigh ? 

How wert thou wont to walk with cautious tread, 
“ A dilh of tea, like milk-pail, on thy head? 

“ How chafe the mite that bore thy cheele away, 
u And keep the rolling maggot at a bay ?” 70 

She faid ; but broken accents ftopt her voice, 
Soft as the fpeaking-trumpets mellow noife ; 

She fobb’d a ftorm, and wip’d her flowing eyes, 
Which Teem’d like two broad funs in mifty ikies. 

O fquander not thy grief! thofe tears command 75 
1 o weep upon our god in Newfoundland : 

The plenteous pickle fhall preferve the iilh, 

And Europe tafte thy forrows in a diflu 






" Mary Gulliver to Captain Lemuel 
Gulliver. 


ARGUMENT. 

The Captain 4 feme time after his return , being retired 
to Mr. Sympfon's in 'the country , Mrs. Gulliver , 
apprehending f crn his Lite behaviour fame ejt range • 
ment of his affections , writes him the following 
expojlulating , Jco thing, and tenderly -complaining 
cpiftle . 


‘Y^TElcome, thrice welcome, to thy native place ! 

hat, touch me not ? what, fhun a wife’s 
embrace ? 

Have I for this thv tedious abfence borne, 

And wak d and wifh d whole nights for thy return ? 

In 
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In five long years I took no fecond fpoufe; 5 

What Red riff wife fo long hath kept her vows ? 
Your eyes, your nofe, inconftancy betray ; 

Y r our nofe you flop, your eyes you turn away. 

Tis raid, that thou ihouldft cleave unto thy wife ; 
Once thou didft cleave, and I could cleave for life. 10 
Hear, and relent! hark how thy children moan ! 

Be kind at lead: to thefe ; they are thy own : 

Be bold, and count them all; fecure to find 
The honed: number that you left behind. 

See how they pat thee with their pretty paws ? 15 

Why ftart you ? are they fnakes ? or have they claws ? 
Thy Chriftian feed, our mutual flefh and bone : 

Be kind at lead: to thefe, they are thy own. 

Biddel *, like thee, might fartheft India rove ; 

He change’d his country, but retain’d his love. 20 
There’s Captain Pennei * abfent half his life, 
Comes back, and is the kinder to his wife. 

Yet Fennel’s wife is brown, compar'd to me, 

And Mrs. Biddel fure is fifty-three. 

Not touch me! never neighbour call’d me flut: 25 
Was Flimnap’s dame more fweet in Lilliput? 

1 Ye no red hair to breathe an odious fume; 

At leaft thy conforms cleaner than thy groom. 
Why then that dirty ftable-boy thy care ? 

What mean thofe vidts to thy forrel mare? 3c* 
Say, by what witchcraft, or what daemon led, 
Preferr’ft thou litter to the marriage-bed! 

Some fay the devil himfelf is in that mare: 

If fo, our Dean fhall drive him forth by pray'r. 
Some think you mad, lome think you arepodeft. 35 
That Bedlam and clean ftraw will fuit you bed:. 

Vain means, alas, this frenzy to appeafe ! 

Thar ftraw, that ftraw would heighten the difeafe. 

My bed (the feene of all our former joys, 

Witnefs two lovely girls, two lovely boys) 4® 

* Names of the fea-canr ir.s mentioned in Gulliver's travels. 


Alone 
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Alone I prefs; in dreams I call my clear, 

I ftretch my hand ; no Gulliver is there ! 

I wake, I rife, and, fhiv’ring with the fro ft, 

Search all the houfe ; my Gulliver is loft! 

Forth in die ftreet I ru£h with frantic cries ; 4 ~ 

1 he windows open, all the neighbours rife; 

“ Where fleeps my Gulliver? O tell me where!” 
The neighbours anfwer, “ With the forrel mare.” 

At early morn I to the market hafte, 

(Studious in ev’ry thing to pleafe thy tafte); 50 
A curious fowl and fparagrafs 1 chofe, 

(For I remember you were fond of thofe) : 

Three (hillings coft the firft, the laft feven groats: 
Sullen you turn from both, and call for oats. 

Others bring goods and treafures to their lioufes, 
Something to deck their pretty babes and fpoufes: 56 
My only token was a cup like horn, 

That’s made of nothing but a lady’s corn. 

’ Eis not for that I grive; no, ’tis to fee 
The groom and forrel mare preferr’d to me! 60 

Thefe for fome moments when you deign to quit. 
And (at due diftance) fweet clifcourfe admit, 

’Tis all my pleafure thy paft toil to know; 

For pleas d remembrance builds delight in wo. 

At ev’ry danger pants thy confort’s bread:, 65 
And gaping infants fquawl to hear the reft. 

Flow did I tremble when, by thoufands bound, 

1 law thee ftretch’d on Lilliputian ground? 

When fealing armies climb’d up ev’ry part. 

Each llep they trod I felt upon my heart. 70 

But when thy torrent quench’d the dreadful blaze. 
King, Queen, an i nation, fearing with amaze, 

Full in my view how all my hufbatfd came ! 

And what extinguiih’d theirs, increas’d my flame. 

I hole fpeclacles ordain’d thine eyes to fave, 75 
Were once my prefent; love that armour gave. 

How did I mourn at Bolgolam’s decree! 
loir when he iign’d thy death, lie fentence’d me. 

W hen 
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When folks might fee thee all the country round 
For fix-pence, Fd have giv’n a thoufand pound. 80 
Lord ! when the giant-babe that head of thine 
Got in his mouth, my heart was up in mine! 
When in the marrow-bone I fee thee ramm’d, 

Or on the houfe-top by the monkey cramm’d, 

The piteous images renew my pain, 8; 

And all thy dangers I weep o’er again. 

But on the maiden’s nipple when you rid, 

Pray heav’n, ’twas all a wanton maiden did! 
Glumdalclitch too !—with thee I mourn her cafe : 
Heav’n guard the gentle girl from all difgrace! 90 

O may the king that one neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the fault by which 1 live! 

Was there no other way to fet him free! 

My life, alas! I fear, prov’d death to thee. 

O teach me, dear, new words to fpeak my flame ! 
Teach me to woo thee by thy beft-lov’d name ! 96 

Whether the ftyle of Grildrig pleafe thee moft. 

So call'd on Brobdingnag’s ftupenduous coaft. 
When on the monarch’s ample hand you fate, 

And hollow’d in his ear intrigues of Hate; ico 
Or Quinbus Fleftrin more endearment brings, 
When like a mountain you look’d down on kings: 
If ducal Nardac, Lilliputian peer, 

Or Glumglum’s humbler title foothe thine ear: 
Nay, would kind Jove my organs lo difpofe, 105 
To hymn harmonious Houyhnhnm thro’ the nofe, 
I’d call the Houyhnhnm, that high-founding name; 
Thy childrens nofes all ihould twang the fame. 

So might I find my loving fpoufe of courfe 
Endu’d with all the virtues of a horfe. 110 


* To 
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* To Quinbus Flestrin, the Man- 
Mountain; 

A LILLIPUTIAN ODE. 


TN amaze 
Loft, I gaze; 

Can our eyes 
Reach tliy ftze ? 

May my lays - 

Swell with praife. 

Worthy thee! 

Worthy me! 

Mufe, infpire 

All thy fire! la 

Bards of old 
Of him told, 

When they faid. 

Atlas’ head 

Propt the fldes; i - 

See ! and believe your eyes ! 

See him ftride 
Valleys wide. 

Over woods. 

Over floods! 20 

When he treads. 

Mountains heads 
Groan and fhake; 

Armies quake: 


Let 
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Let his fpura 
Overturn 
Man and fteed: 

Troops, take heed! 

Left and right, 

Speed your flight! 

Left an hoft 
Beneath his foot be loft. 

Turn’d aftde 
From his hyde 
Safe from wound 
Darts rebound. 

From his nofe 
Clouds he blows: 

When he fpeaks. 

Thunder breaks! 

When he eats, 

Famine threats! 

When he drinks, 

Neptune ihrinks ! 



Nigh thy ear, 
In mid air, 


On thy hand 
Let me ftand; 

So fhall I, 

Lofty poet! touch the Iky. 
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f I 

* A Gentle Echo on Woman. 


In the Doric Manner. 


Shepherd , 

]7CTIO, I ween, will in the woods reply, 

And quaintly anfwer queltions : lliali I try ? 

Echo, Try. 

Shepherd , 

What mult we do our paflion to exprefs ? 
f > Echo, Prefs. 


Shepherd , 

How fliall I pleafe her who ne’er lov’d before ? 

Echo, Before . 

Shepherdy 

" What molt moves women, when we them addrefs ? 

Echo, A drejs. 

Shepherd , 

Say, what can keep her chalte whom I adore ? 

Echo, A door . 
* 

-> Shepherd, 

If muilc foftens rocks, love tunes my lyre. 

Echo, Lyar. 

Shepherd , 

Then teach me. Echo, how fhall I come by her ? 

Echo, Buy her . 

Shepherdy 

When bought, no queltion, I fhall be her dear ? 

Echo, Her deer . 

Shepherdy 

But deer have horns ; how mult I keep her under ? 

Echo, Keep her under. 

Shepherd t 
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Shepherd, 

How fhall I hold her ne’er to part afunder ? 

Echo, A—fe under , 

Shepherd , 

But what can glad me, when file’s laid on bier ? 

Echo, Beer . 

Shepherd , 

What mull I do when woman will be kind ? 

Echo, Be kind. 

Shepherd , 

What mull; I do when woman will be crofs ? 

Echo, Be crofs . 

Shepherd , 

Lord ! what is flie that can fo turn and wind ? 

Echo, Wind . 

Shepherd, 

If flie be wind, what ilills her when flic blows ? 

Echo, Blows . 

Shepherd , 

But if flie bang again, flill fliould I bang her ? 

Echo, Bang her ♦ 

Shepherd, 

Is there no way to moderate her anger ? 

Echo, Hang her . 

Shepherd , 

Thanks, gentle Echo; right thy anfwers tell, 
What woman is, and how to guard her well. 

Echo, Guaid her well . 




EPILOGUE to a Play for the Benefit of the 
Weavers in Ireland, 1721. 

TT7HO dares affirm this is no pious age, 

” When charity begins to tread the flage? 

P p 2 When 
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When actors, who at bcft are hardly favers. 

Will give a night of benefit to weavers ? 

Stay, let me fee, how finely will it found I y 
Imprimis, from his Grace * a hundred pound : 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefactors; 

And then comes in the item of the adtors: 

Item, the actors freely give a day,- 

Phe poet had no more who made the play. to 
But whence this wondrous charity in play Ys ? 
they learn d it not at lermons, or at pravYs. 
Under the rofe, fince here are none but "friends, 

Po own the truth, we have fome private ends, 

Since waiting-women, like exacting jades, 

Hold up the prices of their old brocades ; 

We’ll drefs in manufactures made at home. 

Equip our kings and gen’rals at the Comb * : 

We’ll rig in Meath-ftreet ^Egypt’s haughty queen ; 
And Anthony fliall court her in ratecn. 20 

In blue flialloon fliall Hannibal be clad. 

And Scipio trail an Irilh purple plad. 

In drugget drefs’d, of thirteen pence a-yard. 

See Philip’s fon amidft his Perflan guard; 

And proud Roxana, fir’d with jealous rage, 2t 
With fifty yards of crape fliall fweep the ftage. ' 
In fhort, our kings and princcfies within 
Are all refolv’d the project to begin ; 

And you, our fubjefts, when you here refort, 

Ivluft imitate the falhions of the court. oq 

r „ Oh ! could I fee this audience clad in ftmT, 
r Iho’ money’s fcarce, we fhould have trade enough 
But chints, brocades, and lace, take all away, * * 
And icarce a crown is left to fee a plav. 

Perhaps you wonder whence this friendship fprings 
Between the weavers and us playhoufe kings %6 
But wit and weaving had the fame beginning; ^ 
Pallas fir ft taught us poetry and fpinning. 

* Dr. William King, Archh'frop of D >»!? n . 

9 A fticct ia Dublin fam;as for wooikp m*aufa£lur.s. 
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And next obferve how this alliance fits. 

For weavers now are juft as poor as wits : 40 

i heir brother quill-men, workers for the fta^e 
iony fliiH can get a crown ^"page; 

Rut weavers will be'kinder to the play’rs. 

And fell for twenty-pence a yard of theirs: 

And, to your knowledge, there is often lefs in 4- 
J be poet’s wit, than in the player's drefling. 

■iy ^ a v- 4. 

Epitaph on a Miser. 

jDEneath this verdant hillock lies, 

Demar, the wealthy and the wife, 

Ifis heirs, that he might fafelv reft. 

Have put his carcafe in a cheft; 

J he very cheft in which, they Ely, 

His other felf, his money, lay. ' 5 

And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear felf he left behind, 

I dare believe, that four in live 

i!l think his betier hall alive. io 

$ * & * § * § * § *§»§*§# § $ & * § # § # g * § *£ 

lo ."/Tella, who col’ected and tranferibed 
his poems. 


Written ;n the year ijao, 

AS, when a lofty pile is rais’d. 

We never hear the workmen prais’d. 
Who bring the lime or place the ftones; 
Rut all admire Inigo Jones: 


•So, 
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So, if this pile of fcatter’d rhymes $ 

Should be approv’d in after times. 

If it both pleafes and endures, 

The merit and the praife are yours. 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, 

When firft for thee my harp I ftrung, i© 

Without one word of Cupid’s darts. 

Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts : 

With friendihip and efteem pofieft, 

I ne’er admitted love a gueft. 

In all the habitudes of life, IJ 

The friend, the miftrefs, and the wife, 

Variety we ftill purfue, 

In pleafures feek for fomething new ; 

Or elfe, comparing with the reft. 

Take comfort, that our own is beft : 20 

The beft we value by the worft, 

(As tradefmen fhew their trafh at firft) : 

But his purfuits are at an end, 

Whom Stella chufes for a friend. 

A poet ftarving in a garret, 25 

Conning old topics like a parrot, 

Invokes his miftrefs and his mule, 

And ftays at home for want of lhoes: 

Should but his mufe, defeending, drop 
A flice of bread and mutton-chop; 30 

Or kindly, when his credit’s out, 

Surprife him with a pint of ft out * ; 

Or patch his broken flocking-foals. 

Or fend him in a peck of coals ; 

Exalted in his mighty mind, 35 

He flies, and leaves the ftars behind ; 

Counts all his labours amply paid. 

Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, fliould a porter make inquiries 
For Cloe, Sylvia, Phillis, Iris, 40 


* A crnt-v.ord for ftror.g brer. 
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Be told the lodging, lane, and fign, 

The bow’rs that hold thofe nymphs divine ; 
Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 
With footman tippling under ground ; 

The charming Sylvia beating flax, 

Her fhoulders mark'd with bloody tracts ; 
Bright Phillis mending ragged iinocks ; 
And radiant Iris in the pox. 

Thefe are the goddefles inroll’d 
In Curll’s collection f, new and old, 

Whofe fcoundrel fathers would not know ’< 
If they lhould meet them in a poem. 

True poets can deprefs and raife, 

Are lords of infamy and praife ; 

They are not fcurrilous in fatire. 

Nor will in panegyric flatter. 

Unjuftly poets we afperfe; 

Truth Ihines the brighter clad in verfe; 
And all the fictions they purfue, 

Do but infinuate what is true. 

Now, lhould my praifes owe their truth 
To beauty, drefs, or paint, or youth, 
What Stoics call “ without our pow’r,” 
They could not be in hir'd an hour: 

’Twere grafting on an annual flock, 

That muft our expectation mock, 

And, making one luxuriant fhoot, 

D’e the next year for want of root: 

Before I could my verfes bring. 

Perhaps you’re quit another thing. 

So Maevius, when he drain’d his fcull 
To celebrate fome fuburb-rrull, 

H is flmiles in order fet, 

And ev’ry crambo he could get; 

Had gone thro’ all the common places 
Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faces: 


*f- Sec an account of Curl!, in vcl. 7. 
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Before he could his poem clofe, 

Ihe lovely nymph had loft her nofe. 

Your virtues fafely I commend ; 

They on no accidents depend: 

Let Malice look wi.h all her eyes, 

She dares not fay the poet lies. 

Stella, when you thefe lines tranfcribe. 
Left you ftiould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv’d to mortify your pride, 

I’ll here expofe your weaker lide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 

Mov’d with the lighteft touch of blame; 
And when a friend in kindnefs tries 
1 o fhew you where your error lies, 
Conviction does but more incenfe ; 
Perverfenefs is your whole defence ; 

I ruth, judgement, wit, gave place to fpight, 
Regardlefs both of wrong and right ; 

Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Pill Time hath open’d R.eafon ? s gate \ 

And, what is worfe, your palTIon bends 
Its force againft your neareft friends ; 

Which manners, decency, and pride, 

Have taught you from the world to hide: 

In vain ; for fee, your friend hath brought 
To public light your only fault; 

And yet a fault we often find 
Mix d in a noble gen’rous mind ; 

And may compare to ^Etna’s fire, 

Which, tho’ with trembling all admire ; 

The heat that makes the fummit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below 
Thole who in warmer climes complain 
from Phoebus’ rays they fuller pain, 

Muft own, that pain is largely paid 
Bv gen’rous wines beneath a fhade. 

Yet, when I find your paflions rife, 

And anger fparkling in your eyes. 
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I grieve thofe fpirits fhould be fpent, 

Tor nobler ends by nature meant. 

One paflion "with a different turn 
Makes wit inflame, or anger burn. 

So the fun’s heat with diif’rent pow’rs 
Ripens the grape, the liquor fours. 

I hus Ajax, when with rage pofleft 
By Pallas breath’d into his breaft, 

II is valour would no more employ, 

Which might alone have conquer’d Troy; 
But, blinded by refentment, leeks 

For vengeance on his friends, the Greeks. 

You think this turbulence of blood 
From ftagnating preferves the flood. 
Which, thus fermenting, by degrees 
Exalts the fpirits, links the lees. 

Stella, for once you reafon wrong ; 

For, lhould this ferment laft too long, 

By time fubfiding, you may find 
Nothing but acid left behind : 

From paflion you may then be freed, 
When peevilhnefs and fpleen lucceed. 

Say, Stella, when you copy next. 

Will you keep ftri&ly to the text ? 

Dare you let thefe reproaches Rand, 

And to your Failing fet your hand ? 

Or, if thefe lines your anger fire, 

Shall they in bafer flames expire ? 
Whene’er they burn, if burn they muft, 
They’ll prove my accufadon juft. ’ 
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* Stella to Dr. Swift on his Birthday, 
Nov. 30. 1721 -f\ 


CT. Patrick’s Dean, your country’s pride, 

^ My early and my only guide. 

Let me among the reft attend, 

Your pupil and you humble friend, 

To celebrate in female ftrains 5 

The day that paid your mother’s pains ; 

Defcend to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call me fair. 

You interpos’d your timely care ; 10 

You early taught me to defpife 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes ; 

Shew’d where my judgement was mifplace’d ; 
Refin’d my fancy and my tafte. 

Behold that beauty juft decay’d, 1 - 

Invoking art to nature’s aid ; 

Forfook by her admiring train, 

She fpreads her tatter’d nets in vain ; 

Short was her part upon the ftage ; 

Went ftnoothly on for half a page ; 20 

Her bloom was gone, fhe wanted art, 

As the lcene change’d, to change her part: 

f This poem (hews the delicacy of Stella’s tafte. It is the only 
remaining performance of that improved and lovely woman that I 
know of in the poetic ftrain. It was given by Dr. Swift to a lady of 
his acquaintance, who had a great efteem for the virtues and accom¬ 
plishments of the amiable Stella, although (he never had the lead in¬ 
timacy with her. The Doctor allured this lady, th rt it was a piece 
entirely genuine from the hands of Stella, without any fort of correc¬ 
tion whutlocver. Swi/t. - 
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She, whom no lover could relift, 

Before the lecond act was liifs’d. 

Such is the fate of female race 
With no endowments but a face ; 

Before the thirtieth year of life 
A maid forlorn or hated wife. 

Stella to you, her tutor, owes^^^^ 
That fhc has ne’er refembled thofe^^^ 
Nor was a burden to mankind 
With half her courfe of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolong, 
By knowing what was right and wrong ; 
How from my heart to bring fupplies 
Of luftre to my fading eyes ; 

How foon a beauteous mind repairs 
The lofs of change’d or falling hairs ; 
How wit and virtue from within 
Send out a fmoothnefs o'er the fkin: 
Your lectures could my fancy tix, 

And I can pleafe at thirty-fix. 

The light of Chloe at fifteen 
Coquetting, gives not me the fpleen ; 
The idol now of every fool 
Till time fhall make their paflions cool; 
Then tumbling down time’s fteepv hill, 
While Stella holds her Ration ftiil. 

Oh ! turn your precepts into laws. 
Redeem the womens ruin’d caufe, 
Retrieve loft empire to our fex, 

That men may bow their rebel necks. 

Long be the day that gave you birth 
Sacred to friendfliip, wit, and mirth \ 
Late dying may you caft a fhred 
Of your rich mantle o’er my head ; 

To bear with dignity my forrow, 

One day alone, then die to-morrow. 
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The Journal of a Modern Lady. 


Written in the year 1728. 


TT was a moft unfriendly part 

In you who ought to know my heart. 
So well acquainted with my zeal 

For all the female commonweal.-- 

How could it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 

Againft the fex to write a fatirc, 

And brand me for a woman-hater? 

On me, who think them all fo fair. 

They rival Venus to a hair ; 

Their virtues never ceas'd to fing, 

Since firit I learn \i to tune a ftrin T ? 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry, 

Will he his character belie ? * 

Mult never our misfortunes end ? 

And have we loft our only friend ? 

Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
No more let fall thofe precious tears. 
Sooner ihall, drc. 

\_Hcje feveral verfes arc omitted.'} 
i he hound be hunted by the hare, 

Than I turn rebel to the* fair. 

Twas you engage’d me firft to write, 

T hen gave the fubject out of fpite : 

The “ Journal of a Modern Dame” 

Is by my promife what you claim. 

My word is pa ft, I muft fubmit ; 

And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
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I but tranfcribe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatyre flnn.ll be mine. 

Compeird by you to tag in rhymes 
'I he common flanders of the times, 

Of modern times, the guilt is yours. 
And me my innocence fecures. 

Unwilling mule, begin thy lay. 

The annals of a female day. 
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By nature turn’d to play the rake-well 
( As we lit all lliew you in the lequel). 

The modern dame is wak’d by noon, 

(Some authors fay, not quite fo loon), 
liecaufe, though fore againll her will. 

She fat all night up at Quadrille. 

She ftretclies, gapes, unglues her eyes. 

And alks if it be time to 1 ife ; 

Or headach and the fpleen complains ; 

And then to cool her heated brains, 

ller nightgown and her flippers brought her. 

Takes a large dram of citron-water. 

Then to her glafs; and, ic Betty, pray, 
tc Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 

“ But was it not confounded hard? 
iC Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
tc Four mattadores, and lofe codill ! 

** Depend upon’t, I never will. 

“ But run to Tom, and bid him lix 
4t The ladies here to-night by lix.” 

Madam, the goldfmith waits below ; 

He fays his bus’nels is to know 
If you’ll redeem the filver cup 

He keeps in pawn ?-“ Why, lliew him up. 

Your dreffing-plate he'll be content 
To take, for int’reft cent, per cent . 

And, Madam, there's my Lady Spade 
Hath fent this letter by her maid 
“ Well, I remember what Hie won ; 

“ And hath fhe font lb foon to dun ? 
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“ Here, carry clown thefe ten piftoles 
Cl My hiiiband left to pay for coals : 

“ I thank my ftars, they all are light; 
ic And I may have revenge to-night,” 
Now, loit’ring o’er her tea and cream. 

She enters on her ufual theme : 

Her lad: night’s ill-fuccefs repeats. 

Calls Lady Spade a hundred cheats : 

<c She dipt Spadilh in her bread, 

<c Then thought to turn it to a jeft ; 
ct There’s Mrs. Cut and lhe combine, 

“ And to each other give the iign,” 
Through cv’ry game purfurs her tale. 

Like hunters o’er their ev’ning ale. 

Now to another fcene gi\-e place: 

Enter the folks with filfc and lace : 

Frefh matter for a world of chat, 

Right Indian this, right Mechlin that : 
Obferve this pattern; there’s a ft tiff; 

I can have cuftomers enough. 

Dear Madam, you are grown fo hard- 

T his lace is worth twelve pounds a-yard: 
Madam, if there be truth in man, 

I never fold fo cheap a fan. 

This busnefs of importance o’er, 

And Madam almoft drefs’d by four. 

The footman, in his ufual phrafe, 

Comes up with, Madam, dinner frays. 

She anfwers in her ufual ftyle. 

The cook muft keep it back awhile 
I never can have time to drefs ; 

No woman breathing takes up lefs ; 

J’m hurry’d fo, it makes me lick ; 

I wifli the dinner at Old Nick. 

At table now fhe acts her parr, 

Has all the dinner-cant by heart : 
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Ck I thought we were to dine alone, 

44 My dear; for lure, if I had known 

€ * This company would come to-day- 

“ But really ’tis my fpoufe’s way; 

“ He’s fo unkind, he never fends 
To tell when he invites his friends: 

<( I wiih ye may but have enough.” 

And while with ail this paltry ftulF 
She fits tormenting ev’ry gueft, 

Nor gives her tongue one moment’s reft. 
In phrafes batter’d, ftale, and trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite ; 

You fee the booby hufband lit 
In admiration at her wit ! 

But let me now a while furvey 
Our Madam o’er her ev’ning-tea ; 
Surrounded with her noify clans 
Of prudes, coquetts, and harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clam’rous crew, 
Away the god or Silence flew, 

And fair Difcretion left the place, 

And Modefty with blulliing face : 

Now enters overweening Pride, 

And Scandal ever gaping wide; 
Hypocrily with frown fevere, 

Scurrility with gibing air ; 

Rude Laughter feeming-like to burft, 
And Malice always judging worft; 

And Vanity with pocket-glafs, 

And Impudence with front of brafs ; 
And ftudy'd AfFeftation came, 

Each limb and feature out of frame ; 
While Ignorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hov’ring o’er each female head. 

Why fhould I alk of thee, my mufe, 
An hundred tongues, as poets ufe. 
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When, to give ev’ry dame her due, 

An hundred thoufand were too few ? 

Or, how fhould I, alas! relate 140 

The fum of all their fenfeiefs prate, 

Their innuendo’s, hints, and llanders, 

Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ? 

Now comes the gen’ral fcandal charge ; 

What fome invent, the reft enlarge ; 145 

And, c( Madam, if it be a lie, 

“ You have the tale as cheap as I : 

“ I muft conceal my author’s name ; 

“ But now ’tis known to common fame.” 

Say, foolilh females, bold and blind, 15® 

Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 

Are you on vices moft fevere, 

Wherein yourfelveshave greateft fliare ? 

Thus ev’ry fool hcrfelf deludes ; 

'I he prudes condemn the abfent prudes : 155 

Mopfa, who ftinks her fpoufe to death, 

Accules Cliloc’s tainted breath ; 

Hircina, rank with fweat, prefumes 
1 o cenlure Pliillis for perfumes ; 

While crooked Cynthia fneering fays, 160 

That Floramel wears iron frays : 

Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 

Admires how girls can talk with fellows. 

And, full of indignation, frets, 

I hat women fhould be fuch coquetts : 165 

Iris, for fcandal moft notorious, 

Cries, “ Lord, the world is fo cenforious !” 

And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 

Whifpers that Sapppho’s hair is red : 

Aura, whole tongue you hear a mile hence, 176 
Talks half a day in praife of lilence : 

And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 

Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 
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Now voices over voices rile. 

While each to be the louden vies ; 

They contradict, affirm, difpute, 

No tingle tongue one moment mute ; 

All mad to fpeak, and none to hearken, 

T hey fet the very lap-dog barking ; 

Their chat thing makes a iouder din 
Than fifh wives o’er a cup of gin ; 

Not fchoolboys at a barring-out 
Rais'd ever fuch inceiTant rout : 

The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fuch a clatter ; 

Far lels the rabble roar and rail. 

When drunk with four election-ale. 

Nor do they trull their tongue alone, 

But fpeak a language of their own ; 

Can read a nod, a ihrug, a look, 

Far better than a printed book; 

Convey a libel in a frown, 

And wink a reputation down ; 

Or, by the tolling of thefan, 

Delcribe the lady and the man. 

But lee, the female club diibands. 

Each twenty viiits on her hands. 

Now all alone poor Madam fits 
In vapours and hyfreric fits : 

“ And was not 1 om this morning fent? 

<l I’d lay my life he never went : 

“ Paft fix, and not a living foul ! 

<e I might by this have won a vole.” 

A dreadful interval of fpleen ! 

How fhall we pafs the time between ? 

<c Here, Betty, let me take my drops ; 

And feel my pullc, I know it flops : 

“ l his head of mine, Lord, how it fwims ! 
<c And fuch a pain in all my limbs ! 

Dear Madam, try to take a nap - 

But now they hear a footman’s rap : 

Vol. VII. Rr 
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“ Go run, and light the ladies up : 

“ It mu ft be one before we flip.” 

The table, cards, and counters let. 

And all the gamefter-ladies met, 

Herfpleen and fits recover’d quite. 

Our Madam can lit up all night; 

“ Whoever comes, I’m not within.”- 

Quadrille’s the word, and fo begin. 

How can the mufe her aid impart, 
UnfkilPd in all the terms of art ? 

Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the ihuffle, and the cut ? 

The fuperftitious whims relate. 

That fill a female gamefter’s pate ? 

What agony of foul Ihe feels 
To fee a knave’s inverted heels ? 

She draws up card by card to find 
Good fortune peeping from behind; 

With panting heart and earncft eyes. 

In hopes to fee Spadillo rife : 

In vain, alas ! her hope is fed ; 

She draws an ace, and fees it red. 

In ready counters never pays, 

But pawns her fnuff-box, rings, and keys ; 
Ever with fome new fancy ftruck, 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

“ This morning, when the parfon came, 
c< I laid I Ihould not win a game. 
tc This odious chair, how came I ftuck in’t ? 
ic I think I never had good luck in’t. 

“ I’m fo uneafy in my ftays ; 

“ Your fan a moment, if you pleafe. 

“ Stand further, girl, or get you gone; 

“ I always lofe when you look on.” 

Lord ! Madam, you have loft codill: 

I never faw you play fo ill. 
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“ Nay, Madam, give me leave to fay 
“ Twas you that threw the game away; 

“ When Lady Trickfey play’d a four, 

“ You took it with a mattadore ; 

“ I law you touch your wedding ring 
“ Before my Lady call’d a king ; 

<c You fpoke a word began with H, 

“ And I know whom you meant to teach, 
u Becaufe you held the king of hearts ; 

“ Fie, Madam, leave thefe little arts. 

That’s not fo bad as one that rubs 
Her chair to call the king of clubs, 

And makes her partner underftand 
A mattadore is in her hand. 

€t Madam, you have no caufe to flounce, 

“ I fwear I law you thrice renounce.’’ 

And, truly, Madam, I know when 
In head of live you fcor’d me ten. 

Spadillo here has got a mark ; 

A child may know it in the dark: 

I gueis the hand ; it feldom fails : 

I wifh fome folks would pare their nails. 

While thus they rail, and fcold and ftorm, 270 
It pafles but for common form; 

And confcioiis that they all fpeak true, 

And give each other but their due. 

It never interrupts the game. 

Or makes them fenflble of fhame. 27 J 

The time too precious now to wafte. 

And fupper gobbled up in hafte, 

Again afrefh to cards they run, 

As if they had but juft begun. 

Yetlhall I not again repeat, 280 

How oft they fquabble, fnarl, and cheat. 

At laft they hear the watchmen knock, 

“ A frofty morn-pafl: four o’ clock.” 
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The chairmen are not to be found, 

41 Come, let us play the other round.” 285 

Now, all in hafte they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and get them gone ; 

But firft the winner mutt invite 
The company to-morrow nigln. 

Unlucky Madam, left in tears, 2^© 

(Who now agdinft Quadrille forfwears), 

With empty purfe and aching head, 

Steals to her fleeping fpoufe to bed. 






The COUNTRY-LIFE, 

Parc of a Summer fpenc at the houfe of 
George Rociifort, Eiq; 

Written in the year 1723. 


HPHALIA, tell in fober lays. 

How George, Nim, Dan, Dean pafs their days, 
Begin, my mufe. Firft from our bow’rs 
We f illy forth at diff’rent hours; 

At leven the Dean, in nightgown dreft, 3 

Goes round the houfe to wake -the reft ; 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 
Go to the Dean to read Lucretius ; 

At ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 

And kifles George, and ends our lectures ; 10 

And when Ihe has him by the neck faft, 

Hawls him, and fcolds us down to breakfaft. 

We 
























MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

*W e fquander there an hour or more. 

And then all hands, boys, to die oar. 

All, heteroclite Dan except. 

Who neither time nor order kept, 

But, by peculiar whimfies drawn. 

Peeps in the pond to look for lpawn; 

O’erfees the work, or Dragon * rows. 

Or mars a text, or mends his hole ; 

Or-but proceed we in our journal—— 

At two, or after, we return all: 

From the four elements affembiing, 

Warn’d by the bell, all folks come trembling : 
From airy garrets fome defeend. 

Some from the lake’s remotelt end : 

My Lord and Dean the Ere ferfake, 

Dan leaves the earthly Ipade and rake: 

The ioit’rers quake, no corner hides them. 
And Lady Betty loundly chides them. 

Now water’s brought, and dinner’s done : 
With church and king the Ladv’s gone; 

(Not reck’ning half an hour we pals 
in talking o’er a mod’tate glafs) 

Dan, growing drowfy, like a thief 
Steals off to dofe away Ids beef ; 

And this mult pafs for reading Hammond- 

While George and DeaD go to backgammon. 
George, Nim, and Dean let out at four. 

And then again, boys to the oar. 

But when the fun goes to the deep, 

(Not to diiturb him in his ilecp, 

Or make a rumbling o’er his head, 

His candle out, and he abed). 

We watch his motions to a minute. 

And leave che flood, when he goes in it 
Now ftimed in the ihort’ning day. 

We go to pray’rs, and then to play. 
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Till Tapper comes ; and after that 
We fit an hour to drink and chat. 

’Tis late-the old and younger pairs, 

By Adam * lighted, walk up hairs. 

The weary Dean goes to his chamber ; 

And Nim and Dan to garret clamber. 

So when the circle we have run, 

The curtain falls, and all is done. 

I might have mention’d feveral facts, 

Like epifodes between the acts ; 

And tell who lofes, and who wins, 

Who gets a cold, who breaks his fhins; 
How Dan caught nothing in his net. 

And how the boat was overfet. 

For brevity I have retrench’d 

How in the lake the Dean was drench’d; 

It would be an exploit to brag on, 

How valiant George rode o’er the dragon. 
How heady in the horm he fat. 

And fav’d his oar, but loh his hat : 

How Nim (no hunter e’er could match him) 
Still brings us hares, when he can catch ’em 
How fkilfully Dan mends his nets ; 

How fortune fails him when he fets : 

Or how the Dean delights to vex 
The ladies, or lampoon the fex : 

Or how our neighbour lifts his nofe, 

To tell what ev’ry fchoolboy knows ; 

Then with his finger on his thumb 
Explaining, fir ikes oppofers dumb : 

Or how his wife, that female pedant, 

(But now there need no more be faid on’t,) 
Shews all her fecrets of houfekeeping; 

For candles how fhe trucks her dripping ; 
Was force’d to fend three miles for yealt, 

To brew her ale, and raife her pafie ; 


# Ths Bu:ler. 
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Tells ev’ry thing that you can think of, 

How ihe cur’d Tommy of the chincough; 

What gave her brats and pigs the mealies ; 

And how her doves were kill’d by wealles ; 

IIow Jowler howl’d, and what a fright 
She had with dreams the other night. 

But now, fince I have gone lo far on, 

A word or two of Lord Chief Baron * ; 

And tell how little weight he fets 
On all Whig-papers, and gazettes ; 

But for the politics of Pue f, 

Thinks ev’ry fvllable is true. 

And fince he owns the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading. 

Now all his hopes are in the Czar: 

“ Why, Mufcovy is not fo far: 

“ Down tbe Black-fea, and up the Streights, 

“ And in a month lie’s at your gates : 

“ Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 

“ By Chriftmas we ihall fee ftrange things.” 

Why fhould I tell of ponds and drains. 105 

What carps we met with for our pains; 

Of fparrows tam’d, and nuts innumerable 
To choak the girls, and to confume a rabble ? 

But you, who are a feholar, know 

How tranfient all things are below, HO 

How prone to change is human life ! 

Laft night arriv’d Clem. * and his wife-- 

This grand event hath broke our meafures ; 

Their reign began with cruel feizures : 

The Dean muft with his quilt lupply 115 

The bed in which thofe tyrants lie : 

Nim loft his wig-block, Dan his j or dan, 

(My Lady fays, ihe can’t afford one); 

* K r . Rochfort's fa:her. 

-f- A T^rv news-writer, 

* Mr. Clement Barry. 
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George is half fear’d out of his wits, 

For Clem, gets all the dainty bits. 120 

Henceforth expeft a different furvey. 

This houfe will foon turn topfy-turvey: 

They talk of further alterations. 

Which caufes many fpeculations. 




A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 


Written iii the year 1728. 


DERMOT, S H E E L A H. 


/V Nymph and Twain, Sheelah and Dermot hight, 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford Knight \, 
While each with flubbed knife removed the roots 
I hat rais’d between the 11ones their daily llioots ; 
As at their work they fit in counter-view, 5 

With mutual beauty fmit, their padlon grew. 

Sing, heavenly mule! in fweetly-llowing drain, 
The foft endearments of the nymph and Twain. 


Dcr ^ My love to Sheelah is more firmly lixt, 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thefe Rones betwixt: 
My lpud thefe nettles from the ftones can part, 11 
No knife lo keen to weed thee from my heart. 


She. My love for gentle Dermot fafter grows, 

I han yon tall dock that riles to thy nofe. 

Cut down the dock, ’twill fproutagain ; but oh! 1 ^ 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 


f Sir Ar.hur Achefor, 
ol G s!e*rU .11 Scotland. 


"hoc great grandfather was Sir Archibald 


Der. 
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, Der. No more that brier thy tender legs {hall rake; 
(I fpare the thiftle for Sir Arthur’s * fake). 

Sharp are the ftones ; take thou this ruihv mat; 

I he liardeft bum will bruile with litting fquat. 20 

^ She. Thy breeches torn behind {land gaping wide ; 
This petticoat (hall five thy dear back tide : 

Nor need I blufh, although you feel it wet; 
Dermot, I vow, ’tis nothing elle but fwcat. 

Der. At an old fhibborn root t chance\d to tug$ 25 
V hen the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug; 

A longer ha’-p’orth never did I fee; 

This, dcareft Sheelah, thou {halt fliare with me. 

She. In at the pantrv-door this morn I Dipt, 

And from the fhelf a charming cruft I whipt; 3# 

Dennis f was out, and I got hither fafe ; 

And thou, my dear, fhalt have the bigger half. 

^ Dcr . \\ hen you faw Tady at long-bullets play, 

^ ou fat and lous’d him all the fun-lhine day. 

How could you, Sheelah, liilen to his talcs, 35 
Or crack fuch lice as his between your nails ? 

She, When you with Oonah ftood behind a ditch, 
I peep’d and faw you kifs the dirty bitch. 

Dermor, how could you touch thofe nafty fluts ! 

I almoft wiih’d this fpud were in your gus. 40 

Der. If Oonah once I kifs’d, forbear to chide: 
Her aunt’s my gollip by my father’s fide: 

But if I ever touch her lips again. 

May I be doom d for life to weed in rain. 

Dermot, I fwear, tho’ Tady’s locks could hold 
Ten thoufand lice, and ev’ry loufe was gold, 4 6 


# Who U a great lover of Scst’and. 
f Si- Arthur's fcutler. * 
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Him on my lap you never more fliould fee; 

Or may I lofe my weeding knife-and thee. 

Der. Oh ! could I earn for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of brogues to bear thee dry to mals! 50 

But fee where Norah with the fowins comes . - 

Then let us rife, and red our weary bums. 




M a r y the Cook-maicTs Letter to Dr. 
Sheridan. 


Written in the year 1723. 

\yl 7 Ell, if ever I faw fuch another man fincc my 
* * mother bound my head ! 

You a gentleman ! marry come up, I wonder where 
you were bred. 

I am fure fuch words do not become a man of your 
cloth; 

I would not give fuch language to a dog, faith and 
troth. 

Yes, you call’d my ’matter a knave ? fie, Mr. She¬ 
ridan ! *tis a lhame 3 

For a parfon, who Ihould know better things, to 
come out with fuch a name : 

Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! ’tis both a 
lhame and a-fin ; 

And the Dean, my matter, is an honetter man 
than you and all your kin : 

He has more goodnefs in his little finger, than you 
have in your whole body : 

My matter is a perfonable man, and not a fpindle- 
lhauk’d hoddy doddy :* 10 

And 
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And now, whereby I find you would fain make an 
excufe. 

Becaufe my matter one day, in anger, call’d you 
goofe ; 

Which, and I am fure, I have been his fervant four 
years fince October, 

And he never call’d me worfc than fiveet heart, 
drunk or fober: 

Not that I know his Reverence was ever concern’d 
to my knowledge, 15 

Though you and your come-rogues keep him out 
fo late in your wicked college. 

You fay you will eat grafs on his grave: A 
Chriftian eat grafs ! 

Whereby you now confefs yourfclf to be a goofe 
or an afs : 

But that’s as much as to lay, that my matter fhould 
die before ye ; 

Well, well, that’s as God pleafes ; and I don’t be¬ 
lieve that’s a true ttory : 20 

And fo fay I told you fo, and you may go tell my 
matter ; what care I ? 

And I don’t care who knows it; ’tis all one to 
Mary. 

Every body knows that I love to tell the truth, and 
ihame the devil. 

I am but a poor fervant; but I think gentlefolks 
fliould be civil. 

Bcfides, you found fault with our vi&uals one day 
that you was here ; 2 5 

I remember it was on a Tuefdav, of all days in the 
year. . 

And Saunders the man fays you are always jetting 
and mocking: 

Mary, faid he, (one day, as I was mending my ma¬ 
tter’s flocking), 

S f 2 My 





324 MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

My matter is fo fond of that minifter that keeps 
the fchool- 

I thought my matter a wife man, but that man 
makes him a fool. ? 0 

Saunders, faid I, 1 would rather than a quart of 
ale 

He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin 
a difhclout to his tail. 

And now I muft go, and get Saunders to dire# 
this letter; 

For I write but a fad fcrawl; but my fitter Marget 
flic writes better. 

Veil, but I mutt run and make the bed, before 
my matter comes from pray Vs; a - 

And fee now, it ftrikes ten, arid I hear him com- 
mg up flairs. 

Whereof I could fay more to your verfes, if I could 
write written hand : 

And fo I remain, in a civil way, vour fervant to 
command. 

Mary. 

A DIALOGUE between Mad Mullinix 

and Timothy. 


Written in the Ye 


ear 17:0. 


M. J Own, ’tis not my bread and butter ; 

m _ P ntlie ^ Tit «> why all this clutter ? 
.T iiy e\er in thefe raging fits. 

Damning to hell the Jacobites ? 

When, if you fearch the kingdom round, 
Iheie s hardly twenty to be found ; 


No 
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No not among the priejls and friars _ 

T*. .! m U ^L' °. u ani ^ nle - G-damn the liars. 

* '*■' T. c ories are gone ev’ry man over 
To our illuftrious houle of Hanover; i 

From all their condu& this is plain 
And then- 


G— damn the liars again, 

Did not an Earl but lately vote. 

To bring in (I could cut his throat) 

Our whole accounts of public debts ? 

M. Lord ! how this frotliv coxcomb frets ! Va/ide* 

T. Did not an able ftatefman-biihop 
This dang’rous horrid motion difh-up 
As Popifh craft ? did he not rail on’t? 

Shew lire and faggot in the tail on’t ? 20 

Proving the Earl a grand offender. 

And in a plot for the pretender , 

T* hole fleet, tis all our friends opinion. 

Was then embarking at Avignon. 

M. Thefe brangling jars of Whig and Tory 2C 
Are ftale, and worn as Trov-town ftory. 

The wrong, tis certain, you were both in. 

And now you find you fought for nothing. 

1 our faction when their game was new. 

Might want fuch noify fools as you ; 

But you, when all the {how is paft, 

Refolve to Band it out at hfl:; 

Bike Martin Marall, gaping on 
Nor minding when the long is done. 

\\ hen all the bees are gone to fettle « r 

t ou clatter ftill your brazen kettle, 
fhe leaders whom you tilled under. 

Have drop’d their arms, and feiz’d the plunder; 


c S.r Martin Mirall is a charaftcr in oneof Drvdcn’s comedies. 
Sir Martin was to .crenade h,s mift-c-s; but * he could not pla.. 
In. man undertook to conc al liimf lf, and do it for him. while 
ho i..a U |d , h: UI n, tlir inftrutnent ; but this ingenious projert tnif- 

t "“ lc ' J l ^ c s coniinuing bis excruife when the mulic ui<. 

at an end. 


And 
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And when the war is paft, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum ; 

And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Therfites (he was your relation) 

Was more abhorr’d and fcorn’d by thole 
With whom he ferv’d, than by his foes ; 

So thou art grown the deteftation 45 

Of all thy party through the nation : 

Thy pcevifh and perpetual teafing 
With plots and Jacobites, and treafon ; 

Thy bufy, never-meaning face, 

Thy fcrew’d-up front, thy ftate grimace, 50 

Thy formal nods, important fneers. 

Thy whifp’rings foifted in all ears, 

(Which are, whatever you may think, 

But nonfenfe wrapt up in a ftink), 

Have made thy prefence, in a true fenfe, 55 

To thy own lide fo damn’d a nuilance, 

That when they have you in their eye, 

As if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Muliinix, forbear ; 

I vow to G—, you're too fevere : 60 

If it could ever yet be known 
I took advice, except my own, 

It fliould be yours : but d— my blood, 

I muft purfue the public good : 

The faction (is it not notorious ?) 65 

Keck at the memory of glorious : 

'Tis true ; nor need 1 to be told, 

My quondam friends are grown fo cold, 

That fcarce a creature can be found 

To prance with me his itatue round. 7$ 

The public fafety I forefee, 

Henceforth depends alone on me ; 

And while this vital breath I blow, 

Or from above, or from below. 

I’ll fputter, fwagger, curfe, and rail, 75 

The Tories terror, fcourge, and flail. 


M. 





















3 2 7 


MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. 

M. Tim, you miftake the matter quite ; 

The Tories, you are their delight; 

And fhould you act a diff’rent part. 

Be grave and wife, ’twould break their heart. 8o 
"Why, Tim, you have a tafte I know, 

And often fee a puppet-ihow : 

Obferve, the audience is in pain, 

While Punch is hid behind the iccne ; 

But when they hear his nifty voice, 

With what impatience they rejoice ! 

And then they value not two ftraws. 

Plow Solomon decides the caufe, 

Which the true mother, which pretender; 

Nor liften to the witch of Endor. 90 

Should Fauftus, with the devil behind him, 

Enter the ftage, they never mind him : 

If Punch, to four their fancy, lhows 
In at the door his monftrous nofe. 

Then fudden draws it back again ; 

O what a pleafurc mix’d with pain! 

You ev’ry moment think an age, 

Till he appears upon the ftage: 

And fir ft his bum you fee him clap 
Upon the Queen of Sheba’s lap. 

I he Duke of Lorrain drew his fword ; 

Punch roaring run, and running roar’d. 

Revil’d all people in his jargon, 

And fold the King of Spain a bargain ; 

St. George himfeif he plays the wag on, 

And mounts aft ride upon the dragon; 

Pie gets a tlioufand thumps and kicks, 

Yet cannot leave his roguifh tricks ; 

In ev’ry action thrufts his nofe ; 

The reafon why, no mortal knows : 

In doleful feenes that break our heart. 

Punch comes, like you, and lets a fart. 

There’s not a puppet made of wood, 

But what would hang him, if they could ; 
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While teafing all, by all he’s teas’d, 115 

How well are the fpedlators pleas’d ! 

Who in the motion have no lhare. 

But purely come to hear and flare; 

Have no concern for Sabra’s fake, 

Which gets the better, faint or fnake, 120 

Provided Punch (for there’s the jeft) 

Be foundly maul’d, and plague the reft. 

Thus, Tim, philofopers fuppofe, 

“ The world conftfts of puppet-fhows 

Wlicre petulant conceited fellows 125 

Perform the part of Punchinelloes: 

So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 

Tim, thou’rt the Punch to ftir up troubl’ in ; 

You wriggle, fidge, and make a rout. 

Put all your brother-puppets out, 130 

Run on in a perpetual round 
To teafe, perplex, difturb, confound. 

Intrude with monkey grin and clutter 
To interrupt all ferious matter, 

Are grown the nuifance of your clan, 135 

Who hate and fcorn you to a man : 

But then the lookers-on, the Tories, 

You ftill divert with merry ftories ; 

They would confent that all the crew 
Were hang’d, before they’d part with you. 140 
But tell me, Tim, upon the fpot. 

By all this coil what haft thou got ? 

If Tories rauft have all the fport, 

1 fear you’ll be difgrace’d at court. 

T. Got? D-my blood, I frank my letters, 145 

Walk to my place before mv betters, 

And, fimple as I now ftand here, 

Expe<ft in time to be a peer- 

Got ? D-me, why 1 got my will! 

Ne’er hold my peace, and ne’er ftand ftill: 150 

I fart with twenty ladies by ; 

They call me beaft ; and what care I ? 


I bravely 
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I bravely call the Tories Jacks, 

And Ions of whores-behind their backs. 

But could you bring me once to think, 153 

That when I ftrut, and 1 fcare, and Rink, 

ReVile and (lander, Fume and ftorm, 

Betray, make oath, impeach, inform, 

With fuch a conftant loyal zeal 

To ferve myfelf and commonweal, 160 

And fret the Tories fouls to death, 

I did but lofe my precious breath, 

And when I damn my foul to plague ’em, 

Am, as you tell me, but their maygame ; 

Confume my vitals ! they (hould know, 163 

I am not to be treated fo ; 

Fd rather hang myfelf by half, 

Than give thofe rafeals caufe to laugh. 

But how, my friend, can I endure, 

Once fo renown’d, to live obfeure ? ij© 

No little boys and girls to cry, 

“ There’s nimble Tim a-pafhng by?” 

No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a party-hatred ? 

Will none the Tory dogs purfue, 173 

When through the ftrects I cry, Halloo ? 

Muft all my d—mee’s, bloods, and wounds, 

Pafs only now for empty founds ? 

Shall lory rafeals be elected, 

Although I fwear them difaffe&ed ? l8o 

And when I roar, A plot, a plot , 

Will our own party mind me not ? 

So qualified to fwear and lie, 

Will they not trufl me for a fpy ? 

Dear Mullinix, your good advice 183 

I beg ; you fee the cafe is nice: 

O ! were I equal in renown. 

Like thee to pleafe this thanklefs town! 

Or blefs’d with fuch engaging parts 
To win the truant fchoolboys hearts! 190 
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Thy. virtues meet their juft reward, 

Attended by the fable guard. 

Charm'd by thy voice, the 'prentice drops 
The fnow ball deftin’d at thy chops : 

Thy graceful fteps, and col nel's air, ipj 

Allure the cinder-picking fair. 

M. No more-in mark of true affection, 

I take thee under my protection : 

Thy parts are good, ’tis not deny’d ; 

1 wifli they had been well apply’d. 20© 

But now obferve my counfel, (viz.) 

Adapt your habit to your phyz; 

You muft no longer thus equip ye, 

As Horace fays, opt at epbippia ; 

(There’s Latin too, that you may fee 205 

How much improve’d by DoCtor-). 

I have a coat at home, that you may try ; 

’Tis juft like this, which hangs by geometry. 

My hat has much the nicer air ; 

Your block will fit it to a hair. 210 

That wig, I would not for the world 
Have it fo formal, and fo curl’d ; 

’Twill be fo oily and fo fieek, 

When I have lain in it a week, 

You’ll find it well prepar’d to take 215 

The figure of toupee or fnake. 

Thus drefs’d alike from top to toe, 

That which is which ’tis hard to know, 

AVhen firft in public we appear, 

I’ll lead the van, keep you the rear ; 220 

Be careful, as you walk behind ; 

Ufe all the talents of your mind ; 

Be ftudious well to imitate 
My portly motion, mien, and gate ; 

Mark my addrefs, and learn my ftile, 225 

When to look fcornful, when to fmile; 

Nor fputter out your oaths fo faft. 

But keep your fwearing to the laft. 


Then 
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Then at our leifure we’ll be witty, 

And in the ftreets divert the city; 

The ladies from the windows gaping/ 

The children all our motions aping. 

Your converfation to refine, 

I’ll take you to fome friends of mine. 
Choice fpirits, who employ their parts 
To mend the world by ufeful arts ; 

Some cleanling hollow tubes, to fpy 
Direct the zenith of the iky; 

Some have the city in their care, 

From noxious fleams to purge the air; 
Some teach us in thefe dang’rous days 
How to walk upright in our ways; 

Some whofe reforming hands engage 
To lafh the lewdnefs of the age ; 

Some for the pubLc fervice go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro : 

Whofe able heads fupport the weight 
Of twenty minifters of Rate. 

We fcorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o’er our bonny-clabber: 

Nor are we fludious to inquire, 

Who votes for manors, who for hire: 

Our care is to improve the mind 
With what concerns all humankind; 

The variops feenes of mprtal life, 

Who beats her hufband, who his wife ; 

Or how the bully, at a broke, 

Knock'd down the boy, the lantern broke. 
One tells the rife of cheefe and oat-meal ; 
Another when he got a hot meal; 

One gives advice in proverbs old, 

Inftructs us how to tame a fcold; 

Or how by almanacks ’tis clear, 

That herrings will be cheap this year. 

T. Dear Mullinix, I now lament 
My precious time fo long mis-fpent, 

Tt 2 
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By nature meant for nobler ends : 

O, introduce me.to your friends! 

For whom by birth 1 was delign'cj, 

Till politics debas’d my mind: 

I give myfelf entire to you ; 

G— d-the Whigs and Tories too. 


XXXXXXXXXXXXtfXXXXXXXXXXXXKX 


* Epitaph of By-Words. 

II ERE lies a round woman, who thought mighty odd 
AX E vr ’y word ihe e’er heard in this church about 
God, 

I o convince her of Ccd the good Dean did endeavour; 
But ftill in her heart flic held nature more clever. 

'1 ho’ he talk’d much of virtue, lier head always run 5 
Upon fomething or other Hie found better fun.: 

For the dame, by her ikill in afiairs agronomical. 
Imagin’d, to live in the clouds was but comical . 

In this world flic defpis’d ev’ry foul fire met here; 
And now lhe’s in t’other, fhe thinks it but queer . iq 


Epigram, on feeing a worthy Prelate go 
out ot Church in the time of divine 
service, to .wait on his Grace the Duke 
of D-. 


T Ord Pam in the church (could you think it ?) 
kneel’d down ; 

AY hen told the Lieutenant was juft come to town. 

His 





























333 


MISCELLANIES IN VERSE. * 

His {nation defpifing, unaw’d by the place. 

His Hies from his God to attend on his Grace: 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, - D 
Since God had no hand in his Lordlhip’s promotion. 

* Epigram from the French. 

OIR., I admit your gen’ral rule, 

^ That ev’ry poet is a fool: 

But you yourfelf may ferve to (how it. 

That ev’ry fool is not a poet. 



* Epitaph on Francis Chartres f. 

Here continueth to rot 
The body of FRANCIS CHARTRES; 
"Who, with an inflexible constascy, 
And INIMITABLE UNIFORMITY of life. 


*f Fr. Chartre? was a man infamous for all manner of vices. When 
he was an enfign in the army, he was drummed out of the regiment 
tor a cheat ; he was next banilhed BruUel', and drummed out of Ghent, 
on the lame account After a hundred tri ks at the gamingtables, 
he took to lending of money at exhorbitant intereft, and on great pen¬ 
alties, accumulating premium, interell, and capi ai into a new capi¬ 
tal, and feizing 'o a minute when the payments became due. In a 
w ord, by a constant attention to the vices, wants, and follies of man¬ 
kind, he acquired an immenfe fortune- His houfe was a perpetua 
baw dyhoufe. He was twice condemned lor rapes, and pardoned j but 
the lal time not without imprifor.ment in Ntugate, and large con- 
f fcarions. He died in Scotland in 1731, aged 62. The populace at 
his iuneral railed a great riot, alraoft tore the body out of the coffin, 

and 
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PERSISTED, 

In fpitc of age and infrmities, 

In the practice of every human vice; 
Excepting prodigality and hypocrisy: 
Hisinfatiable avarice exempted him from the hrft, 
His matclUefs impudence from the fecond. 
Nor was he more lingular 
In the unde via ting pravity of his manners , 

- Than fucceisful 
In accumulating ‘tv E A L Tfr : 

For, without trade or profession. 
Without TRUST of PUB! IC MONEY, 

And without bribe-worthy ieryice, 

He acquired, or more properly created, 

A MINISTERIAL ESTATE. 

He was the only perfon of his time, 

Who could cheat without the malic of i-ionesty. 
Retain his primeval meanness, 

When poiTefied of ten thousand a-year; 
And having daily deferved the gibbet for what he 
did. 

Was at laft condemned to it for what he could not do. 

Oh indignant reader ! 

Think not his life ufelefs to mankind * 
Providence conniv’d at his execrable deiigns. 
To give to after ages 
A confpicuous proof and hX ample. 

Of how fmalleftimatiop is exorbitant wealth 
In the fight of GOD, 

By his bellowing it on the moll unworthy of 
ALL MORTALS. 

•> .■ ■, .i 

and caft dead d-'gs. Ccc. into tbe grave along with it. This epitaph 

contains his chaia<Ucr, very jufiiy drawn by Dr. Arbuthnot.-i-This 

gentleman was w< th feven thou land p >u nas a-year eftate in land, and 
about an hundred thuuLmd in money. 


Joannes 
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* Joannes jacet hie Mirandula - cater a ncrurrt 

Et Tagus et Ganges - for fin et Antipodes . 

Applied to Francis Chartres. 

TJEre Francis Chartres lies-be civil! 

I he reft God knows—perhaps the devil. 


* E P I G R A M. 

T)Eter complains, that God has given 
A To his poor babe a life fo fhort: 
Confider, Peter, he’s in heav’n ; 

Tis good to have a friend at court. 


•ANOTHER. 

Y^ T beat your pate, and fancy wit will come: 
Knock as you pleafe, there’s no body at home. 


* EPI- 
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* E P I T A P H. 


TTTEll then, poor G-lies under gi 

” So there’s an end of honeft Jack. 
So little jullice here he found, 

’Tis ten to one he’ll ne’er come back. 


* Epigram on the Toafts of the Kit-kat 


Club. 


Anno 1716. 


*\Kj 7 Hence death-lefs kit-kat took its name, 
* V Few critics can unriddle ; 

Some fay from paftry-cook it came. 

And foine from cat and fiddle. 


From no trim beau its name it boafts. 
Grey ftatefmen, or green wits ; 


5 


But from this pell-mell pack of toafts 
Of old cats and young kits. 


* To 
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* To a Lady, with the Temple of Fame. 

W H.,;s fame with men, by cuftom of the nation. 
Is call d in women only reputation : 

About them both why keep we luch a pother? 

Part you with one, and I’ll renounce the other. 




VERSES to be placed under the Picture 
of England’s Arch-Poet ; contain¬ 
ing a complete Catalogue of his Works. 


IJu 


CEE who ne'er was nor will be half read! 

W ho firft fung Arthur f, then fung Alfred | • 
Prais’d great Eliza || in God’s anger, 

Till ail true Engliihmen cry’d, Hang her! 

Made William’s virtues wipe the bare a——, c 
And hang’d up Marlb’rough in arras ** : 

Then hifs’d from earth, grew heavenly quite ; 

Made ev’ry reader curfe the light ff ; 

Maul’d human wit in one thick fatire %% ; 

Next, in three books, funk human nature B|j, jo 


■f Two heroic poems in folio, twenty books. 

I Heroic por*ms in twelve books. 

|| Heroic poems in folio, ten books. 

**■ Inftruftions to Vanderbank, a tapeftry-weaver. 
+ t Hymn to the light. 

It San re again!* wit. 
lfif Of the nature of man. 

Vo l. VII. U u 


Undid 
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Undid creation * at a jerk, 

And of redemption f made damn’d work. 

Then took his mufe at once, and dipt her 
Full in the middle of the fcripture: 

What wonders there the man grown old did ! i J 
Sternhold liimfelf he out-SternhoIded : 

Made David % feem fo mad and freakilh, 

All thought him juft what thought King Achifli. 
No mortal read his Solomon |), 

But judg’d R’oboam his own Ion. 2* 

Mofes ** he ferv’d as Mofes Pharaoh, 

And Deborah as ihe Siferah ; 

Made Jeremy ff full fore to cry, 

And Job himfelf curfe God and die. 

What puniflnnent all this muft follow ; 25 

Shall Arthur ufe him like King Tollo ? 

Shall David as Uriah flay him ? 

Or dext’rous Deb’rah Siferah him ? 

Or fhall Eliza lay a plot 

To treat him like her lifter Scot ? 30 

Shall William dub his better end |||| ? 

Or Marlb’rough ferve him like a friend ? 

No, none of thefe-heav’n fpare his life ! 

But fend him, honeft Job, thy wife. 

* Creation, a poem, in feven books. 

•f The Redeemer, another heroic poem, in fix books, 
j Tranfiarion of all the PfalmS. 

|j Canticles and Ecclcfiaftes. 

** Paraphrafe of the canticles of Mofes and Deborah, &c. 

•ft The Lamentations. 

J t The whole book of Job, a poem in folio, 
jj Kick him on the breech, not knight him on the fhoulder. 
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Dr. SWIFT to Mr. POPE, while he was 
writing the Dunciad. 

pOPE has the talent well to fpeak, 

* But not to reach the ear; 

His loudeft voice is low and weak, 

The Dean too deaf to hear. 

A while they on each other look, 5 

Then diff’rent Rudies chufe ; 

The Dean fits plodding on a book, 

Pope walks, and courts the mule. 

Now backs of letters, though defign’d 
For thofe who more will need ’em, 

Are fill’d with hints, and interlin’d, 

Himfelf can hardly read ’em. 

Each atom by fome other Rruck, 

All turns and motions tries : 

Till in a lump together Ruck, 15 

Behold a poem rife ! 

Yet to the Dean his fliare allot; 

He claims it by a canon ; 

That without which a thing is not , 

Is caufa fine qua non, 30 

Thus, Pope *, in vain you boaR your wit 5 
For, had our deaf divine 

Been for your converfation fit. 

You had not writ a line. 


* A polite turn is given to this incident by Mr. Popp, in his let¬ 
ter to Dr. Sheridan. ^ _ 

U u 2 Of 
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Of prelate thus for preaching fam’d 
The fexton reafon’d well; 

And juftly half the merit claim’d, 
Becaufe he rang the bell. 




* BOUNCE to FOP. 

An cpiltlc from a dog at Twickenham to a dog at 
court. 


TO thee, fweet Fop, thefe lines I fend, 

Who, though no fpaniel, am a friend, 
Though once my tail in wanton play, 

Now frifking this and then that way, 

Chance’d with a touch of juft the tip j 

To hurt your lady-lap-dog-fliip : 

A ct thence to think I’d bite your head off! 

Sure Bounce is one you never read of. 

Fop ! you can dance, and make a leg, 

Can fetch and carry, cringe and beg. ic 

And (what’s the top of all your tricks) 

Can ftoop to pick up fil ings and flicks. 

We country-dogs love nobler fport, 

And fcorn the pranks of dogs at court. 

Fie, naughty Fop ! where’er you come, i~ 

To fart and pifs about the room. 

To lay your head in ev’ry lap, 

And, wheq they think not of you-fnap ! 

The word that envy or that fpite 
E’er faid of me, is, I can bite; 

That idle gyplies, rogues in rags. 

Who poke at me, can make no brags ; 


20 


















And that to towze fuch things as flutter, 
To honed: Bounce is bread and butter. 



While you, and ev’ry courtly fop, 

Fawn on the devil for a chop, 

I’ve the humanity to hate 
A butcher, though he brings me meat; 
And, let me tell you, have a nofe, 
(Whatever {linking fops fuppofe), 

That, under cloth of gold or tiffue. 

Can fmall a plaifter, or an ittue. 

Your pilf ’ring lord with fimple pride 
May wear a picklock at his fide ; 

My matter wants no key of date, 

For Bounce can keep his houfe and gate. 

When all fuch dogs have had their days, 
As knavifh Pams, and fawning Trays ; 
When pamper’d Cupids, beattly Venis, 
And motley, fquinting Harlequinis *, 

Shall lick no more their ladies br- 

But die of loofenefs, claps, or itch; 

Fair Thames from either echoing ihore 
Shall hear and dread my manly roar. 



See Bounce, like Berecynthia, crown’d 
With thund’ring offspring all around ; 
Beneath, befide me, and at top, 

A hundred fons, and not one fop ! 

Before my children fet your beef, 

Nob one true Bounce will be a thief; 

Not ione without permifllon feed, 

( 1 hough fome of J——n’s hungry breed) 
But wlhatfoe’er the father’s race, 

From me they fuck a little grace : 
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While your fine whelps learn all to fteal, 55 

Bred up by hand on chick and veal. 

My elded born refidcs not far. 

Where fhines great Strafford’s glitt’ring dar : 

My fecond (child of fortune !) waits 
At Burlington’sPalladian gates : 6® 

A third majedically dalks 
(Happied of dogs !) in Cobham’s walks : 

One ufhers friends to Burthurd’s door 5 
One fawns at Oxford’s on the poor. 

Nobles whom arms or arts adorn, 

Wait for my infants yet unborn. 

None but a peer of wit and grace 
Can hope a puppy of my race. 

And O ! would fate the blifs decree 
To mine, (a blifs too great for me !), 

That two my tailed: fons might grace, 

Attending each with dately pace, 
lulus’ lide, as erd Evander’s f, 

To keep off flatterers, fpies, and panders, 

To let no noble Have come near, 7 r 

And fcare Lord Fannys from his ear : 

Then might a royal youth, and true. 

Enjoy at lead a friend-or two j 

A treafure, which of royal kind 
Few but himfelf deferve to find. 

Then Bounce (’tis all that Bounce can crave) 

Shall wag her tail within the grave. 


*5 
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On the Countefs of Burlington cut¬ 
ting Paper. 


13 ALL AS grew vapYifh once and odd ; 

A She would not do the leaft right thing, 

Either for goddefs or for god, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor fing. 

Jove frown’d, and " Ufe” (he cry y d) (i thofe eyes j 
“ So fkilful, and thofe hands fo taper; 

c ‘ Do fomething exquiftte and wife”- 

She bow’d, obey’d him, and cut paper. 

This vexing him who gave her birth. 

Thought by all heav’n a burning fhame, IQ 

What does fhe next, but bids on earth 
Her Burlington do juft the fame ? 

Pallas, you give yourfelf ftrange airs; 

But fure you’ll find it hard to fpoil 

The fenfe and tafte of one that bears I j 

The name of Saville and of Boyle. 

Alas ! one bad example fhown, 

How quickly all the fex purfue ? 

See, Madam ! fee, the arts o’erthrowa 

Between John Overton and you. 2a 


On 
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On a certain Lady at court. 


I Knowthe tiling that’s moll: uncommon, 

(Envy, be iilent, and attend !) 

I know a reafonable woman, 

Handfome and witty, yet a friend. 

Not warp’d by paflion, aw’d by rumour! 

Nor grave through pride, or gay through folly ; 
An equal fnixture of good humour. 

And fenfible foit melancholly. 

•i» ? t * * 

c< Has fhe no faults then,” (Envy fays), “ Sir ?” 

Yes. flie has'one, I muft aver : io 

When alltlVc world confpires to praife her, 

The woman’s deaf, and does not hear, 

' 


r 


END of Vol.VII, 
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